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THE 



T ragoedy of Othello, 

The Moore of Venice. 

1 

ad's it hath heene diuerfe times acted at the 
Globe , and at the Black-Friers , by 
hisMaiefties Seruants. 



Written by William Shakelpeare. 










The Stationer to the R eader. 

0 fet forth a hooke without an Epiflle , 
r ~~ riL J 'Were like to the old Englifh prouerbe, A 
blew coat without a badge , & the Au • 
Jg| thor being dead , I thought good to take 
that piece of worke njpon mee : To coni' 
menditj willnot for that which is good , / hop-eeuery 
man will commend ,with out intreaty : and I am the bol> 
der , becaufe the Authors name is fufficient to <~uent his 
worke. Thusleauing euery one to the liberty of iudge- 
ment : 1 haue centered to print this Play, and leaue it 
to thegenerall cenfure. 

Yours, 

Thomas VValJdey. 
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The Tragedy of Othello the Moore 
ojrV en ice. 

Enter lago and Roderigo. 

Roderigo. 

fcVfh.neuer tell me, 1 take it much vnk'indly 
* That you I Ago, who has had my purfe, 

> As ifthe firings were thine, fhauld’ftknowof this. 

\ J a g. S'blood,but you will not heare me, 

Ifeuer I did dreame offuch a matter,abhorrc me. 
P ST T ho« toldft me,thou didft hold him in thy hate. 
lag. Defpife me if I do e not : three great ones of the Citty 
In perfonallfuite to make me his Lciutenant, 

Oft capt to him,and by the faith of man, 

Iknowmy price,Iamworthno worfe aplace. 

Buthe,aslouinghi$ owne pride andpurpofes, 

Euades them, with a bumbaft circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithit e 5 of warre : 

Andinconclufion, 

Non-fuits my mediators : for certes,fayes he, 

I haue already chofcn my officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetition, 

One Michael Cdfsioji. Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a faire wife , 

That neuer fet a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the deuifion ofaBattell knowes, 

B More 
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1 The Tragedy o/'Othello 

More then a Spinfter,vnle(Te the booki/h Theorique, 

Wherein the toged Confuls canpropofe 
As mafterly as he : meere prattle without praftife, 

Is all his fouldier- fhippe : but he fir had the eleftion. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feenetheproofe. 

At Rhodes, at Cipres , and on other grounds, 

Chriftian and Heathen, murt be led, and calm’d, 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-carter: 

He in good time,muft his Leiutenant be, 

And I, God blefie themarke,his Worihips Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rat her would haue bin his hangman. 

Ia. But there’s no remedy, 

Tis the curfe of feruiee, 

Preferment goes by letter and affeftion, 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heireto thefirft : 

Now fir be iudgeyourfelfe, 

Whether I, in any iurt tearme am afiign’d 
to lone the Moore. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

la. O fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him, 

We cannot be allmafiers,nor all mafters 
Cannot be truely followed, you {hall marke. 

Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue, 

That doting on his owne obfequious bondage, 

Weares out his time much like hismafters Affe, 

Fornoughebut prouender,and when hec’s old cafhierd, 

Whip mee fuch honert knaues : 

Others there are, who trimd in formes, 

And viflages of duty,keepe yet their hearts, 

Attending on themfelues,and throwing 
But {hewes of feruiee on their Lords, 

Doe well thriue by ’em, 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doethemfelues homage, 

Thofe fellowes haue Come foule, 

And 
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the c5Moore o/Ve nice. 

And fuch a one doe I profefle my fcHe, —-for fir, 

It is as fure as you are Rodtngo, . 

Were I the Moore, I would nofbe Ian . 

In following him, I follow but myfelfe* 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but feeming lo, 

For whenmy outward aftion does demonftrate 
The natiue aft, and figure of my heart, 

In complement externe.tis not long after, 

But I will weare my heart vpon my lleeue, 
ForDoues topeckeat, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe. 



Ifhecancarry’et thus ? 

Ia, Callvp her father, 

Rowfe him, make after him, poyfon his delight. 
Proclaimehim in the ftreete,incenfe her Kinfmen, 
And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes .* tho that his ioy be ioy, 

Y et throw fiich changes of vexa tion out. 

As i: may loofe fome colour. 

Rod Here is her fathers houfe, He call aloud. 

Ia. Doe with like timerous accent,and dire yell, 
As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpied in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio ignior Brabant t o,\\o, 
Ia. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, 
Theeues,theeues,theeues : 

Looke to your houfe, you D aughter,and your baps, 
Theeues,theeues. b 



Brabantio at a window. 

thcreafon of this terrible fummons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Seignior, is allyourfamily within? 

Ia, Arealldoorelockts? 

» B 1 
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The Tragedy ^Othello 

Brab . Why, wherefore askeyou this ? 
lag. Zounds fir you are robd , for fhameput on your gowne, 
Your heart is burft,you haue loft halfeyourfoule ; 

Euen now, very now, an old blackeRam 
Is tupping your white Ewe; arife,arife, 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe theDiuell willmakeaGrandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 

Brab . What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moft reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voyce? 

Bra . Not I, what are you? 

Rod . My name is Roderigo. 

Bra . The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee, not to haunt about my dores, 

In honeft plaineneffe, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes, 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftart my quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

Bra. But thou muft needes be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power, 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod . Patience good fir. 

Bra . What, tell’ft thou me of robbing ? this is Venice, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In fimple and pure foule I come to you. 

.ZjounsSir.you are one of thofc, that will not feme God, if 
t eDeual bid you. Bccaufewecome to doe you feruicc,you thinke 
we are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
horfe ; y oule haue your Nephewes ney to y ouwoule haue Courfers 
tor Couiens,and Iennits tor Iermans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou? 

lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 

Moor e ,are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

Ura. 1 hou arc a villaine. 

Bag. You are a Senator. 

Bra. 
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the Moore of Vz nice. 

This thou (halt anfwer,I know the e Roderigo. 
52 SySi anfwer anything : But I befeech you, 
If {he be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe onmethe Iufticeoftheftate, 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho: 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people : 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it opprefles me already : 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you, 

It feernes not meete, nor wholefome to my pate.. 

To be produc’d, as if I ftay I fhall 

Againft the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

How euer this may gaule him with fome checke, 
Cannot with fafety caft him,for hee’s imbark’d, 

With fuchloud rcafon,to the Cipres warres, 

Which euen now ftands in a<ft,that for their foules, 
Another ofhisfathome, they haue not 
To leade their bufmeffe,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines, 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life , 

I muft (hew out a flag, and ftgne ofloue, 

Which is indeed but figne, that you fhall furely 
Finde him ; lead to the S agittar.theraifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Barbantio in bis night gome^and feruants 
with Torches. 

Bra. It is too true aneuill,gone fine is, 

And what’s to come, of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Roderigo , 

Where didft thou fee her ; O vnhappy girle. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father? 
How didft thou know twas fhe ? O thou deceiueft me 
Pali thought : what faidfhe to you? get more tapers, 

B 3 
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0 1 he "1 rageij of O thello 

Raife all my kindred, arc they married thinke you ? 

Rod. Truely I thinke they are. 

Bra. O heauen,how got fhe out?0 treafon ofthe blood; 

Fathers from hence, trull not your Daughters mindes 
By what you fee them ail, is there not charmes, 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abus’d? haue you notread Roderigo, 

Of fome fuch thing. 

Rod. I haue fir. 

Bra. Call vp my brother : O that you had had her. 

Some one way, fome another; doe yon know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Rod. I thinke I can difcouerhim,ifyoupleafe 
To get good guard, and goe along with me. 

Bra. Pray leade me on,at euery houfe lie call, 

1 may command at mod : get weapons ho. 

And raife fome fpeciall Officers of night : 

On good Roderigo, \\t deferue your paynes. Exeunt. 

Enter Othello, Iago,<W attendants with Torches, 
la. Tho in the trade of warre,Ihaue flaine men, 

Y et doe I hold it very ftuft of Confcience- 
To doe no contriu’d murrher; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe me feruice : nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue ierk’d him here, 

Vnderthe ribbes. 

Oth. Tis better as it is. 
lag. Nay, but he prated. 

And fpoke fuch fcuruy,and prouokingtearmes 
Againfl your Honor, that with the little godlineffie I haue, 

I did full hard forbeare him : but I pray fir. 

Are you fall married ? For be fure of this, 

That theMagnificois muchbeloued, 

And hath in his effe£t,a voyce potentially 
As double as the D ukes,he will diuorce you, 

Or put vponyou what reftraint,and greeuance, 

That law with all his might to inforcc it on, 

Weele 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello ( STC 22305) LONDON, 






the Moore o/V enice. 

Wecleg iuc h* mca ^ e ! . 

Oth. Let him doe his Ipite, . . 

Mv feruiccs which I haue done the Seigmone, 

Shall out tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

That boafting is an honour, 

I ffiallprovulgate,I fetch my life and being, 

From men of royall height, and my demernts, 

May fpeake vnbonnited to as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know I ago, 

But that I loue the gentle Defdtmona, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into circumfcript ion and confine 

For the feas worth, Enter Caffio with lights, Ojpeers y 

But looke what lights come yonder. and torches. 

Ia. Thefe are the railed Father and his friends, 

Y ou were bed goe in : 

Oth. Not I, I muft be found, 

My parts, my Title,and my perfefl foule, 

Shall manifeft me rightly : it is they. 

Ia. By Ianus I thinke no. 

Oth. Theferuants ofthe Duke, and my Leiucenant, 

The goodneffe of the night vponyour friends, 

What isthenewes. 

Caf. . The Duke does greete you Generali, 

And he requires your haft, poll haft appearance, 
Euenonthe inftant. 

Oth. What’s thematter thinke you: 

Caf. Something from Cipres ,as 1 may diuine, 

It is a bufinefte of fomeheate, theGalleyes 
Haue fent a dozen frequent meffengers 
This very night, at one anothets heeles : 

And many ofthe Confuls rais’d, and met, 

Are at the Dukes already; you haue bin hotly cald for, 
When being not at your lodging to befound, 

TheSenate fent aboue three feuerall quefts 
lolearchyouout. 

Otht Tis well I am found by you, 
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8 The Tragedy o/O thello 

He fpend a word here in the houfe,and goe with you. 
Caf. Auncient, what makes he here ? 

It t. Faith he to night,hath boorded a land C arrick .• 
If it proue la wfull prize, hee’s made for euer. 

Caf. I doe not vnderftand. 

Ia. Hee’s married, 

Caf. To who? 






Enters Brabantio,Roderigo,<W others with tights 

and weapons. 

Ia. Marry to. — ComeCaptaine,willyougoe? 

Oth. Ha, with who ? 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you. 

Ia. It is Brabantio , Generali beaduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla, ftand there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Cra. Downe with him theife. 

la. You Roderigo, Comt hr, I am for you. 

Oth. Keepe vp your bright fwords,for the dew will ruft em, 
Good Seignior you {hall more command withyeares 
Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou fouletheefc, where haft thou ftowed my daughter? 
Dambdasthou art, thou haftinchanted her, 

For ile referre me to all thing of fenfe, 

Whether a maide fo tendeiyfaire, and happy , 

So oppofitc to marriage, that fhe fhund 
The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation, 

W ould euer haue (to incurre a general mocke ) 

Runne from her gardage to the foot)’ bofome 
Offuch a thing as thou ? to feare.not to delight, 

Such an abufer of the world, a pra&ifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant? 

Lay hold vponhim,if he doe refift, 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands : 

Both you of my inclining and the reft, 

3 & Were 
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The Moore of V enice. 

w it m y Qu. to fight, I mould haue kno wne it, 

Without a^pionipter, where will you thatl goe. 

And anfwer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon till fit time 
Of Law, and courfe of direct Sellion, 

Callthee to anfwer. 

Oth. What if I doe obey, 

How may the Duke be therewith faushed, 

Whofe Meflengers are heere about my lide, 

Vpon fome prefent bufmcffc of the State, 

Tobearemetohim. . 

Officer. Tis true mod worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Cou n cell,and your noble felfe, 

I tm fure is fent for. 

Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the night ? bring him away, 

Mine’s not anidlc caufe,the Duke himfelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For if fuch a<ftions,may haue paftagefree, 

2ondfiaues,and Pagans, fhal our Statefmen be. Exeunt. 



Enter Duke and Senators, fet at a Table with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There is no Compofition in thefe newes, 

That giues them credit. 

1 Sena. Indeede they are difproportioned. 

My letters fay, a hundred and feuen Gallies. , 

Du. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sena. And mine two hundred : 

But though they iumpe not on a iuft account, 

As in thefe cafes, where they aym’d reports, 

Tis oft with difference,yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkifh fleete,and bearing vp to Ciprejfe. 

Du. Nay, it is poflible enough to iudgement: 

I doenot fo fecure me to the error. 

But the mayne Articles I doe approue 



C 



io TheTragedy ^Othello 

In fearefull fenfe. Enter a Mejfenger. 

One within. Whatho,whacho,whatho ? 

Sailor . A meffengerfrom the Galley. 

Du. Now,thebufineffe ? 

Sailor. The Tnrkiflo preparation ma kes for Rhodes, 

So was I bid report here, to the (bate. 

Du. How fay you by this change? 

I Sena. This cannot be by noaflayof reafon — 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepevs infalfegaze : when we confider 
The importancy oiCypreffeto th tTurhe\ 

And let our felues againe,but vnderftand, 

That as it more concernes the 7 »r^e then Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile queftion beare it. 

Dn. And in all confidence, hee’s not for Rhodes. 

Officer. Here is more newes. Enter a z. Mejfenger. 

Mef. The Ottamites, reuerend and gracious, 

Steering with due courfe, toward the Ifie of Rhodes , 

Haue there inioynted with an after fleete 
Of 90. fade, and now they doe refterine 
Their backward courfe, bearing withfranke appearance 
Their purpofes towards Cypreffe-. Seignior Montano , 

Your trufty and mod valiant feruitor, 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prayes you to beleeue him. 

Du. Tis certaine then for Cypreffe , 

Marcus Luccicos is not here in Towne. 

1 Sena. Hee’s now in ¥ l ore nee. 

Du. Write from vs,wifhhim port, port haft difpatch; 

£»ferBrabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago,Caffio, 
Defdemona,W Officers. 

1 Sena. Here comes Br ahantio and the valiant Ado ore. 

Du. Valiant Othello , we mud ftraiteimploy you, 

Againftthe generall enemy Ottaman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

W e lackeyour counfell, and your helpe to night, 

Bn 
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The <jMoore of Venice. 

sodi £ e y ssf,cS3b!K2ft“’ 

from my bU~>r doth the generall care 
Take any hold ofme,for myparucular gnefes, 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature. 

That it engluts and fwallowes other forrowes, 

And it is ft ill it felfe^ 

Du. Why, what’s the matter . 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

All. Dead? 

Bra. I to me; 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 

By fpels and medicines, bought of mountebancks, 
por nature fo prepofteroufly toerre, 

S aunce witchcraft could not . 

Du. Who ere he be,that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thusbeguild your daughter of her felfe, 

And you of her, the bloody booke of Law, 

You fhallyourfelfe,read in the bitter letter, 

After its owne fenfe, tho our proper fonne 
Stood in your aiftion. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace; 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very forry for’t. 

Du, What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 
Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approoued good maifters : 

That I hauetane away this old mans daughter, 

It is moft true : true,Ihaue married her, 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent no more. Rude am I in my fpeech 
And little bleft with the fet phrafe of peace. 

For fince theie armes of mine had feuenyeares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d’ 

C z 
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il The Tragedy o/’Othello 

Their deared aidion in the tented field, 

Andlittleof this great world canl fpeake, 

More then pertaines to feate of broyle, and battaile. 
And therefore little (hall 1 gracemy caufe. 

In fpeaking for my felfejyet by your gracious patience, 
I will a round vnuarnifh’d tale deliuer, 

Of my whole courfe of loue,what drugs, what charm es, 
What coniuration,and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings ami charg’d wit hall: ) 

I wonne his daughter. 

Bra. A maidenneuer bold offpirit, 

So Hill and quiet.that her motion 

Blufht ather felfe : and (lie in fpite of nature, 

Of yeares,ofCountrey,credit,euery thing, 

To fall in loue with what fhe fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a judgement maimd,and mod imperfedt, 

That will confefle perfe£lion,fo would erre 
Againfl all rules of Nature, and mud be driuen, 
Tofinde out pradtifes of cunning hell. 

Why this ftiould be, I therefore vouch againe, 

That with fome mixtures powerfull ore the blood. 

Or with fome dram coniur’d to this effedf, 

He wrought vpon her. 

Du. Toyouththisisnoproofe, 

Without more certaine and more ouert ted, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods, 

Of moderne feemings,you preferre againft him. 

I Sena. But Othello fpeake, 

Did you by indired! and forced courfes, 

Subdue andpoifon this young maides affedtions ? 

Or came it by requed,and fuch faire quedion, 

As foule to foule affoordeth? 

Oth. I doe befeechyou, 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittar, 

And let her fpeake of me before her father ; 

If you doe finde me foule in her repow. 

Not onely take away, but let your fentence 







Euen 
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c,,*n fall vpon my life. 

b D« Fet ch Dcfdemom hither. Exit two or three. 

Oth. Ancient condudt them, you bed know the place : 

And till (he come, as faithfull as to heauen, 

So iudly to your graue eares I’le prefent, 

How I did thriue in this faire La dyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her Father loued me, oft inuited me. 

Still quedioned me the dory of my life, 

From yeare toyeare,the battailes,feiges, fortunes 
Thatlhauepad: 

I ran it through ,euen from my boyifh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it ; 

Wherein I fpake of mod difadrous chances. 

Of moouing accident of fiood and field; 

Ofheire-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach ; 

Ofbeing taken by the infolent foe: 

And fold to dauery,and my redemption thence, 

And with it all my trauells Hidorie ; 

W herein of Antrees vad,and Deferts idle. 

Rough quarries, rocks and hils,whofe heads touch heauen. 

It was my hent to fpeake, fuch was the proceffe : 

Andofthe Cannibals, that each other eate; 

The Anthropophagie , and men whofe heads 
Doe grow beneath their fhoulders: this toheare, 

Would Defdemona ferioudy incline; 

But dill the houfe affaires would draw her thence, 

And euer as (he could with had difpatch, 

Shee’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuourevp mydifeourfe; which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyant houre,and found good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earned heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcel! (he had fomething heard, 
ut notintentiuely,I did confent, 
nd °fr en did beguile her of her teares, 

C 3 Wheu 
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q. T beTragedy of Othello 

When I did fpeake offome diftreflfedftroake 
That my youth differed : tny ftory being done; 

She gaue me for my paines a world of ughes; 
Shefworelfaith twas ftrange,twas patting Itrange ; 

Xwas pittifulljtwas wondrous pittifull; 

She w ilhtfhe had not heard it,yetlhewilht 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man : Ihe thanked me, 
And bad me,ifl had a friend that loued her, 

I Ihould but teach him how totell my Uory, 

And that would wooe her. V pon this heate 1 fpake •• 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had palt. 

And I loud her that (he did pitty them. 

This onely is the witchcraft I haue vs a : 

Here comes the Lady, 

Letherwitneffeit. 

Defdemona,Iago,<W the reft. 

Du. I thinke this tale would win my daughter to, 
Good Brabantio, take vp this mangled matter at the belt, 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their b are hands . 

Bra. I pray you heare her fpeake. 

If (he confefle that (he was halfe the wooer, 
Deftru&ionlite onme,ifmy bad blame 
Liaht on the man. Come hither gentle miftrelle.* 

Doe youperceiuein all this noble company, 

Where moftyou owe obedience? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education; 

Mylife and education both doe learne me 

How torefpe&you.you are Lord of all my duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter, But heere’s my husband : 
And (o much duty as my mother (hewed 
T o you, preferring you before her father. 

So much I challenge, that I may profefle, 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 
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Bra. Godbu’y,Ihadone : 

Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State affaires ; 

I bad rather to adopt a child then get it ; 

Comehither Moore: 

I here doe giue thee that, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake Iewell, 

I am glad at foule. I haue no other child, 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on em,I haue done my Lord. 

Du. Let me fpeake like your felfe, and lay a fentence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may helpe thefe louers 

Into your fau our. 

When remedies are pad ,the griefes are ended, 

By feting the worft, which I ate on hopes depended, 

To mourne amifeheife that is part and gone, 

Is the next way to drawmore'mifehiefe on; 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d thatfmiles,fteales fomething from the thiefe, 

He robs himfelfe,that fpends a booteleffe griefe. 

Bra. So let the Turke,o{ Cypres vs beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

Hebeares the fentence well that nothing beares. 

But the free comfort, which from thence he heares : 

But he beares both the fentence and the forrow. 

That to pay griefe, muff of poore patience borrow. 

Thefe fentences to fugar,or to gall, 

Being (hong on both fides,are equiuocall: 

But words are words, I neuer yet did heare, 

That the bruis d heart was pierced through the eare: 

Befeechyou now, to the affaires of the (fate. 

n Fn‘ with moft eighty preparation makes for Cipres : 

t ello , the fortitude of the place, is beft knowne to you, and tho we 
aue t ere a fubffitute ofrnoft allowed fufflciency,yet opinion, a fo- 
ueraigne rmfhefle ofeffe£l:s,throwes a more fafer voyce on you;you 

tunec^l 0 ^ ^ eecontent to (lubber the gloffe of your newfor- 
,With this more ftubborne and boifferous expedition. 

C 4 
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Oth. The tyrant cuftome moft great Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and fteele Coochofwatre, 

My thrice driuen bed of downe : I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

I finde inhardnefle,and would vndertake 
This prefent warres againft the Ottamites, 

Moft humbly therefore, bending to your State, . 

I craue fit difpofition for my wife, 

Due reuerence of place and exhibition, 

Which fuch accomodation? and befort 
As leuels with her breeding. 

Du, Ifyoupleafe,bee’t at her fathers. 

Bra. Ilenothaueitfo. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Defd. Nor 1 ,1 would not there refide, 

Toput my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye : moft gracious Duke, 

T o my vnfoiding lend a gracious eare, 

Andlet me finde a charter inyourvoyce. 

And if my fimplenefle 

Du. What would you — fpeake. 

Def, That I did louethe Moore, to liue with him. 
My downe right violence, and fcorne ofFortunes, 

May trumpet to the world : my hearts fubdued, 

F uen to the vtmoft pleafure of my Lord : 

I faw Othelloes viffagein his minde, 

And to his Honors , and his valiant parts 
Did I my foule and fortunes confecrate : 

So thatdeere Lords, if I be left behinde, 

A Motheofpeace, and he goeto the warre. 

The rites for which Ilouehim,are bereft me, 

And I a heauy interim fhall fupport, 

By hisdeare abfence,letme goewith him. 

Oth. Your voyces Lords : befeech you let her will, 
Haue a free way, I therefore beg it not 
T o pleafe the pallat of my appetite, 

Nor to comply with heate,thc young affefls 






In 
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tnmvdcfonft, and proper fatisfaftion, 

Rut to be free and bounteous ofher mind, 

Andheaucn defend your good mules that you thmke 
Twill vour feriou s and good bufinefle leant, 

Porlhe is with me; — no, when light-wmgd toyes, 

And feather’d Cupid foyles with wanton dulnefle, 

Mv fpeculatiue and a<ftiue inftruments, 

That my difports, corrupt and taint my bufinefle, 

J,et hufwiues make a skellet of my Helmc, 

And ah indigne and bafe aduerfities, 

Makehf ad againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it, as you fhall priuately determine, 

Either for ftay or going,the affaires cry haft. 

And fpeede muft anfwer,you muft hence to night, 

Defd. To night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Du. At teni’the morning here weelmeeteagaine. 
Othello ,leaue fome officer behind, 

And he fhall our Commiflion bring to you, 

With fuch things elfe of quality orrefpeeft, 

As doth concerne yoy. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honefty and truft. 

To his conueyance I afltgne my wife, 

With what elfe needefull your good Grace fhall thinke, 
Tobefentafter me. 

Du. Let it befo : 

Goodnight to euery one, and noble Seignior, 

Ifvertue no delighted beauty lacke, 

Your fon in law is farre more faire then blacke. 

i Sena. Adue braueMoore,vfe Defdemona well. 

Looke to her Moore,haue a quicke eye to fee. 

She has dece'iu’d her father, may doe thee. Exeunt. 

My life vpon her faith: honeft Iago 
My Defdemona mufti leauc to thee, 

Ipreethefclet thy wife attend on her, 

D 
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And bring her after in th e beft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona } I haue but an houre 
Of loue, of worldly matters, and dire&ion, 

To fpend with thee, we muft obey the time. 

Rod . I ago. Exit Moore rftf^Defdemona. 

lag , What faieft thou noble heart ? 

Rod . What will I doe thinkeft thou ? 
lag. Why goeto bed and (leepe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drowne my felfe. 
lag. W cll,if thou doeft, I fhalL neuer louc t bee after it, 
Why^thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. Itisfillineffetoliue,whentoIiueisatorment, and then we 
haue aprefcription,todye when death is our Phyfition. 

lag. I ha look'd vpon the world for foure times feuenyeares, 
and fince I could diftinguifh betweene a benefit 5 and an tniury,I ne- 
ner found a man that knew how to louehimfelfe ; ere I would fay 
I would drowne my felfe, for the lone of a Ginny Hen, I would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod. What fhouldldo? Iconfeffeitismyfhameto be fo fond, 
but it is not in my vertue to amend it. 

lag. Vertue? a fig, tis in our felues, thatwee are thus, orthus, 
our bodies aregardens,to the which our wills are Gardiners,fo that 
if We will plantNtttleSjOr.fow Lettice,fetIfop,and weed vp Time; 
fupplyitwith one gender of hearbes, or diftradt it with many ; ei- 
ther to haue it (Terrill with IdIeneflTe,or manured with Tnduftry,why 
the power, and corrigible Authority of this, lies in our wills. If the 
ballance ofour liues had not one fcale of reafon,to poife another of 
fenfuality; the blood and bafenefle ofour natures , would conduft 
vs to moft preposterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
our raging motions,our carnall flings, our vnbitted lufts j whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a fe£l,or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

lag. It is meerly aluft of the blood, and apermiftion of the will: 
Come, be a man; drowne thy felfe? 'drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies.- Iprofeffemethyfriendj andlconfefle me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable toughneffe; I could neuer better 
fleede thee then now. Put money in thy purfej follow thefe warres, 

defeate 
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, c it thy faiiour with an vfurp’d beard ; I fay, put money inthy 
f It cannot be, that Defdemona Ihould long continue her loue 
Co the Moore, — put money in thy purfe,-- nor he to her; it was 
violent commencement , and thou (bait fee an anfwerable feque- 
Ltion :put but money in thy purfe.— Thefe Moores are change- 
ble in their wills : — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now, is as lulhious as Locufts,fhail be to him fhortly as acerbe 
as the Co’lloquintida. When fhee is fated with his body , (hee will 
finde the error of her choyce; fhee muft haue change, {hee muft. 
Therefore put money in thy purfe : if thou wilt needcs 'damme 
thy felfe> doe it a more delicate way then drowning; make all 
the money thou canft. Iffandlimony, and a fraile vow, betwixt an 
erring Barbarian, and a fuper fubtle Venetian, be not too hard for my 
wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou fhalt enioy her ; therefore make 
money,*— a pox a drowning, tis cleane out of the way : feekethou 
rather to behang’d in comparing thy ioy,thento bee drowned, and 
coe without her. 

° Rad. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes? 

lag. Thou art fure of me — goe, make money— -I haue told 
thee often, and I tell thee againe, and againe, I hate the Moore , my 
caufe is hatted, thine has no lefle reafon, let vs be communicatiue in 
ourieuenge againft him : If thou canft cuckold him, thou doeft thy 
felfe a plemure,and me a fport. There are many euents in the womb 
ofTime,which will be deliuered. T rauerce,go, prouide thy money, 
we will haue more of this to morrow, Adiue. 

Rod. Where fhall we meete i’th morning. 
lag. At my lodging. 

Rod. I’le be with thee betimes. 
lag. Go to, farewell : — doe you heare Rodirigo ? 

Rod. what fay you? 

lag. No more of drowning, doe you heare ? 

Rod. I am chang’d. Exit Roderigo. 

lag. Goe to, farewell, put money enough inyour purfe: 

Thus doe I euer make my foole my purfe : 

For I mine owne gain’d knowledge fhould prophane, 

If I would time expend with fuch a fnipe, 

Bwfor my fport andprofit : I hate the Moore, 

D 2 



And 




20 TheTragedy 0/Othello 

And it is thought abroad,that twixt my fheetes 
Ha's done my office; I know not, if’t be true — 

Yet I,formeere fufpition in that kind, 

Will doe, as ifforfurety : he holds me well, 

The better fhall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio' s a proper mantlet me fee now. 

To get this place, and to make vp my will, 

A double knauery how, how, — let me fee, 

After fome time,to abufe Othelloes eare. 

That he is too familiar with his wife ; 

He has aperfon and a fmooth difpofe, 

To be fufpedhedjfram'd to make women falfe * 
TheMooreafreeand opennature too, 

That thinkes men honeffithat but feemes to be fo : 

And will as tenderly be led bit'h nofe — - as Affes are : 

I ha*t,it is ingender’d : Hell and night 

Muft bring this monftrous Birth to the worlds light. 

Exit . 

QjfttuS 1. 

Scoena i. 

Montanio : Gouernor of Cypres , with 
two other Gentlemen. 

Montanio. 

~\J' y/"Hat from the Cape can you difeerne at Sea } 

i Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought flood, 
I cannot twixt the hauen and the mayhe 
Defcry afaile. 

Mon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 

A fuller blaft ne’re fhooke our Battlements.* 

If it haruffiand fo vpon the fea. 

What ribbes of Oake, when the huge mountaine me$ It, 
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r n hold the monies, — What fhall we hcare of this ? 

a Q en t, A fegregation of the Turkifh F leete : 

For doe but Band vpon the banning fliore, 

The chiding billow feemes to pelt the doudes, 

The winde {bak’d furge, with high and monftrous mayne, 
Seemes to ca A water, on the burnin g Beare, 

And quench the guards of th’euer fired pole, 
jneuer did, like moleftation view, 

On the inchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkifh Fleete 
Be not in{helter’d,and emb ayed,they are drown’d, 

It is impoffible they beare it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 



3 Gent. NewesLords,yourwarres are done: 

Thedefperate Tempefl hath fo bang’d the Turke, 

That their defignement halts : Another fhippe of V mice hath feene 
A greeuous wracke and fufferance 
On moft part of the Fleete. 

Mon. How, is this true? 

3 Gent. The fhippe is heere put in: 

AVeronetfa, Michael Cajfic, 

Leiutenant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come afhore : the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 

And is in full Commiflton here for Cypres , 

Men. I am glad on’t,tis a worthy Gouernour. 

3 Gent. But this fame Cafsio, tho he fpeake of comfort. 
Touching the Turkifh Ioffe, yet helookes fadly, 

And prayes the Moore be fafe,for they were parted, 

W ith foule and violent T empeft. 

Mon. PrayHeauenhebe; 

For I haue feru’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full Souldier: 

Lets to the fea fide, ho, 

As well to fee the veflell that's come in, 
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As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 
e* 3 Gent. Come , lets doe fo, £ 

Foreuery minute is expectancy 

Of more arriuance, Enter Caffio. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this worthy I fie, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the heauens 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For 1 haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

Mon. Is he well fhipt ? 

Caf. His B arke is ftoutly timberd,and his Pilate 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance, 

Therefore my hope’s not furfeited to death, 

Stand in bold cure. Enter a Meffenger. 

Mejf. A faile,a faile,a faile. 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mejf. The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea, 
otand ranckes of people, and they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hopes doe fhape him for the guernement. 

a Gen. They doe difchargethefhot ofcourtefie, 

Our friend at leaft. Afhot. 

Caf I pray you fir goe forth, 

And giue vs truth, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent. Ifhall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d ? 

Caf. Mod fortunately, he hath atchieu’d a maide, 

That parragons defcription,and wild fame : 

One that excells the blafoning pens, 

And in the effentiall vefture of creation, 

Does beare all excellency : —now, who has putin ? 

Enter 2. Gentleman. 

l Gent. Tis one Iago , ancient to the Generali, 

He has had mod fauourable and happy fpeede, 

Tempefts themfelues,by feas.andhoulingwindes, 

The guttered rocks, and congregated fands, 

Traitors enfcerped;to clog the guiltleffeKeele, 

As hauing fence of beauty, do omit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 
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The diuine Defdemona. 

Mon- What isfhe? . . 

Caf. She that I fpoke of, our great Captains Captatne, 
Left in the conduft of the bold I ago. 

Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great Ioue Othello guard, 

* And fwell his faile with thine owne powerfull breath, 
That he may bleffe this Bay with his tall fhippe, 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona's armes. 

£w«rDefdemona,Iago,E-millia,WRoderigo. 

Giue renewd fire, 

ToourextinCled fpirits. 

And bring all Cypreffe comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the {hip is comeafhore. 

YemenofCypw,let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen. 

Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand, 

Enwheele thee round. 

Defd. I thankeyou valiant Caffto : 

Whattidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf. He is not yet arriued, nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be fhortly here. 

Defd. O but I feare : — how loft you company ? 

[within.] A faile, a faile. 

Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted our fellowfhip : but harke, A faile. 

2 Gent. They giue their greeting to the Cittadell, 

This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. So fpeakesthis voyce .• 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Miftreffe, 

Let it not gaily ourpatienee, good I ago. 

That I extend my manners, tis my breeding, 

That giues me this bold fhew of courtefie. 

lag. For would fhe giue you fo much of her Ups, 

As of hertongue,fhe has beftowed on me. 

You’d haue enough. 

D 4 
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Def Alas! {beehasnofpeech# 
lag . I know too much; 

Ifinde it, I; for when I ha lift to fleepe, 
Mary,beforeyourLadi(hip I grant, 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart, 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on,Comeon,you arePi(ftures out adores: 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins: 

Saints in your iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Players in your houfwifery ; and houfwiues in your beds. 
O fie vpon thee flanderer. 
lag. Nay , it is true,or elfe I am a Turkc> 

You rife to play,and goe to bed to worke. 

Em . You ftiall not write my praife. 
lag. Nojletmenot. 

Defd. What wouldft thou write of me, 

If thou fhouldft praife me ? 

lag. O gentle Lady , doe not put me to’t, 

For 1 am nothing, if not Criticall. 

Defd. Comeon,affay there’s one gone to the Harbor? 
lag. I Madam. 

Defd . I am not merry , but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by feeming otherwife : 

Come 5 how wouldft thou praife me ? 

lag . I am about it,but indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze, 

It plucks out braine and all : but my Mufe labors, 

And thus (be is deliuer’d : 

If (he be faire and wife,faireneffe and wit*, 

The one’s tor vfe,the other vfing it. 

Defd. Wellpraifde: how if (he be blacke and witty ? 
lag. If fhe be blacke, and thereto haue a wit, 

Sheele finde a white, that fhall her blackneffe hit. 

Defd. Worfeand worfe. 

Em. How if faire and foolifh ? 

lag . She neueryet wasfooiifh, that was faire. 
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p or cuen her folly hclpthfcr, toabaire. 

* D(f- Thefe arc paradoxes.to make fooles laugh i’chc Alehoule, 
VVhTt mifcrable praife haft thou for her. 

That’s foule and foolifh ? 

1 hi- There’s none fo foulevmd foolifh thereunto. 

But does foule prankes.w hich faire and wife ones doe. 

Dtfd. Ohcauy Ignorance, that praifes the worft beft : but what 
praife could ft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, 
that in die authority of her merrits , did iuftly put on the vouch of 
very malice hfclfe? 

U\g. She chat wisicucr fa i remand ncucr proud. 

Had tongue at will,and yet was neuer lewd, 

Ncucr lackc gold, and yet went neuer gay. 

Fled from herwifh,and yet faid,now I may r 
She thatbeing angred,her rcuenge being nigh. 

Bad her wrong ftay,and her difpl-calurc flye ; 

She that in wifedomc, neuer was fo fraile , 

Tocb.angcthe Codfhead for theSalmons taile. 

She that cculd thinke^nd ne'rc difclofe her ininde. 

She was a wight, if euer filch wight were. 

Bsf. To doe what? 

lag. To fuckle fooles, and chronicle fmall Bccre. 

Bef. O moft lame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Efntllia } tho he be thy husband ; 

How fay yea Cajpojs henot a moft prophanc andliberail 
Counfellour ? 

Caf. He fpeakes home Madam, youmay tellifhhiai 
More in the Souldier then in the Schollcr. 

Jag. He takes her by the palme ; I well fed, whifper : as little a 
webbeas this will enfnare as great a Flee as Cttjfio. Ifmile vpon 
ner,doc: I will catch you in your owne courtefies: you fay true, 
tis iO indeed. It fuch triekes as thefeftrip you out of your Leitite- 
nantry,ithad becne Better you had not rift your three fingers fo off, 
w ich now againe,you arc moft apt to play the fir in : good , welt 
> ,an .excellent courtefie ; tis fo indeed: yet againe, your fingers at 
your ljps ? Would they were Clifterpipes for your fake. — The 
MooreJ know his Trumpet, Trnmptts irijJm, 

B Enter 
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Enter Othello, and JttendattU. 

Caf. Tistruelyfo. 

Vef. Lets mcete him,and reeeiue him. 

Caf. LoCjWh ere he comes. 

Oth. O my fa ire W arrioitr. 

Vef. My deare Othello. 

Oth . It giues me wonder great as my content. 

To fee you here before me : O my foulcs ioy. 

If after euery tempeft, come fuch calmcneffe. 

May the winds blow, til! they haue wakened death, 

And let the labouring Barke clime hills offeas, 

Olympus high,and duck againe as loyv. 

As hell’s from Hcauen : If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be moft happy, for I fearc 
My foule hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort,like to this 
Succeeds in vnknowne Fate, 4 
Vef. The Heauens forbid. 

But that our loues and comforts (bould increafe,, 

Euen as our dayes doe growe, 

Oth. Amen to thatfweete power, 

I cannot lpeake enough of this content. 

It flops me hcere,it is too much of ioy : 

And this, and this,the greateftdifeord be, they kjffe* 

That ere our hearts {ball make. 

lag. 0,you are well tun’d now', 

But l’le fet downe the pegs, that make this mufiqU', 
Ashoncft as I am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caflle : 

Newes friends,oUr warres are done, the Tttrks are droWndt 
How doe our old acquaintance of the Ifle ; 

Honny,you fliall be well defir’d iu Cypres ; 

I haue found great loue amongft them : O my fwccte, 

I prattle out offaChion,and I dote. 

To mine one comforts : I preethee good 
Goe to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Maftet to the Cittadell j 
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Ue\i a good one, and his wotthinefle, 

challenge much refpeft : come Defdemona, 

Once more well met at Cypres. Exit. 

he Doc thou meete me prefcntly at the Habourj come hither, 

Tf -hoii bceft valiatit,as they fay,bafe men being in loue, haue then 
* Mobility in their natures, more then is nature to them — * lilt me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard: firft I will 
tell thee, this Vcfdemona is direftly in loue with him. 

Rod. With him? why tis not poflible. 

jJ. Lay thy finger thus, and let thyfoulc be inftrufted : marke 
me with what violence flic firft lou d the Moore,but for bragging, 
andtelling her fantaftjcall lies; and willfheloue himflill for pra- 
ting? let not the difereet heait thinke fo. Her eye muft be fed, and 
what delight fball {be haue to look on the Diuell ? When the blood 
js made dull with the aft offport,there fhould be againe to inflame 
it, and oiue faciety a frefli appetite. Loue lines in fauour, fympathy 
in yearcs,manners and beautiesjall which the Moore is defeftiue in: 
now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences , her delicate tender- 
neffe will finde it felfe abus’d,beginne to heaue the gorge, difrellifb 
and abhorre the Moorc,very nature will inftruft her to it, and com- 
pellher to fome fccond choyce : now fir, this granted, as it is a moft 
pregnant and ynfbrced pofition, w<ho ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? aknaue very voluble, no fardcr 
confdoiiable,thcn in putting on the meere forme of ciui'.l and hand- 
feeming, for the better compafiing of his fait and bidden affefti- 
ons: Afubtleflippery knaue, a finder out ofoceafions; that has an 
eye, canftampeandcountcrfeitthe true aduaiitagcsneuer prefenc 
thetnfelues.Befidesjthe knaue is handfome,yong, and hath all thole 
icqulfites in him that folly and green rnindeslook.after; a peftilent 
complete knaue, and the woman has found him already. / 

Rod. I cannot beleeue that in her,(bce’s full of moft blcft con- 
Htion. 

lag. Bleft figs end :the wine fheedrinkesismadeof grapes: if 
{hchadbeencblcftjftie would neuerhaue lou’d rheMoorc. Didft 
tfounot fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? 

Rod. Yes, but that was but courtefic. 

dag, Lcchery,by this hand : an Index and prologue tothchi- 

E z ftory. 
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ftory ofluft and fbulc thought* •• they met fo neere with their ljp S( 
that their breathes embrac’d together. When thefe mutualities 
To marfhall the way,h»nd at hand, comes themaine cxercifc,thc in. 
corporate conclufion. But fir,be you rul’d by mee, I haue brought 
you from Venice : watch you to night, for your command 1’lelay‘t 
vpon you ,Cafsio knowes you not, Tic not be farre from you, do you 
findc lomc occafion to anger Cafsio , cither by fpaaking too loud, or 
tainting his difcipline,orfIovn what other caufeyoupleafe ; which 
the time Hull more fauourably minifter. 

Rod. Well, 

lag. Sir he is ratio, and very fuddain in choIcr,and haply with his 
Trun c hen may ftrikeat you; prouoke him that he may,for eucnout 
ot that, will I caufe thefe of Cypres to mutiny , whole quallification 
fhall come into no true trull again’t,but by the difplanting of Cafsio: 
So fhall you hau: a fhorter iourney to your defires by the meanes I 
fhal then haue to prefer them, & the impediment, moll profitably re- 
mou’d, without which there were no expectation ofour proiperity. 
Rod. I will doe this, if I can bring ic to any opportunity. 
lag. I warrant thee,meete me by and by at the Cittadelljl tnuft 
fetch his neccflaries atlaorc.-— Farewell. 

Rod, Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio loues her, I doe well belceue it ; 

That (lie loues hnn,tis apt and of great credit; 

The Moore howbe’r ,that I indure him not, 

Is ofa conftantjnoble.louing nature; 

And I dare thtnke,bee’le prone to Defdemona, 

A mod deere husband : now I doe louc her too, 

Notout of abfolute lufl,tho peraduenture. 

I (land accountant for as great a fin. 

But partly lead to diet my rcueoge. 

For that 1 doe fufpeCl the luflfiili Moore, 

Hath leap’d into my feace,the thought whereof 
Poth like a poifonous minerall gnaw my inwards. 

And nothing can, nor fiiall content my toulc, 

Till I am euen with him,wife,for wife : 

Or failing fo,yet that I put the Moore, 

At kall,iato a Iealoufie fo ftrong. 

That 
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It is Othello's pleafure;our noble and valiant Generali, that vpon 
certainc tidings now arriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
furbyfh Flectc; that euery man put himfelfe into triUtnphtSorne to 
dance, fonae malcebonefires; each man to what fport and Re- 
uelshisminde leadeshim; forbefidcs thefe beneficiallncwes , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptials .• So much was his plcafure 
fhould bee proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full 
liberty, from thisprefent hourc of Sue, till the bell hath told 
elcuen. Heaucnbleffe the Ifle of C}’pw,and our noble Generali 
Othello. 

Enter Othello,Caffio,<t»d D efdemona. 

Oth. Good Michael \ lookc you to the guard to night. 

Lets teach our felucs the honourable floppe, 

'Not to out fport difcreiion. 

Caf. I ago hath diredled what to doc : 

Btitnotwithftanding with my perfonall eye 
Will Hooke toit # 

Oth, I ago is mod honed, 

Michael good night, to morrow with your earliefl. 

Let me haue fpeech with you,come my deare louc, 

Thepurchafc made,the fruits arc to eufue, 

E 3 



The Moore ^Venice. 

That Iudgement cannot cure; which thin ° to doc, 
Ss poore trafhof M whom I cruft, 

Fo hU quicke hunting, (land the putting on, 
vie haue our Michael Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufc him to the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

%or I feare Cafeio,mih my nightcap to) 

Make the Moore thankc me.loue mc,and reward me. 
For making him egregioufiy an Afle, 

And praaifing vpon his peace and quiet, > 

Euen to madnefl'e ; tis here, but yet confus d, 
Knaucries plaine face is neuer feene, till vs’d. 

a ctmthman rcadino a Proclamation. 



Exit. 



The 
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The profits yet to come twixt me and you. 

Good night. Exit Othello WDefdemA H , 

Enter Iago. "** 

Caf Welcome I ago, wc muft to the watch. 
lag. Not this hourc Leiutenant,tis not yet ten adock j ourGe 
nerallcaft ys thus early for the lque of his Defdemen* . w ho l etv ' 
not therefore blame,hee hath notyet made wanton the iifsht wifi! 
her ; and (Tie is fport for Loue. 

Caf. She is a mod exquifice Lady. 
lag. And lie warrant her fullof game. 

Caf. Indeedefhe is a mortfrelh and delicate creature. 

lag. What an eye fhe has ? 

Me t ninkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

Caf An inuiting eyc,and yet me thinkes right moddeft. 
lag. And when fhc lpeakes,tis an alarmc toloue. 

Caf, Icisindeedeperfedion. 

lag. Wcil,happineffe to their fhectes — come Leiuccnant I 
haue a Hope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cypres Gal- 
lants , that wouldfaine haue a meafurc to the health of the blade? 
Othello. 

Caf. Not to night, good Iago ; Inane very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking: I could well wifh courcefie would inuent fome 
other cullome of entci tainement. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup : ITe drink for you. 
Caf I ha drunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innnuation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tuna.ee* in the infirmity, and dare nottaske my weakeneffe with 
any more. 

^ha. man, tis a night of Reuell5,the Gallants defire it. 
Caf. Where are they? 
lag. Here at the dore,I pray you call them in. 

Caf. Vie do’t,but it difiikes me. Exit, 

lag. If [ can fatten but one cup vpon him. 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’ll be as full of quarrell and offence. 

As ray young miftris dog .* — Now my ficke foole Roderigo , 

Whom loue has turn’d aimoft the wrong fide outward. 

To 
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r 0 Vefdem ^: hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle dcepe.and hec s to watch 
Xhicc lads of Cypres, noble fwellmgfpints. 

That hold their honour, in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle, 

Hauc I to night fluftred with flowing cups 

£ n d the watch too : now mongft this flocke of drunkards, 

T am to put our Cafsio in fome a&ion. 

That may offend the Ifle; EffWrMontanto.Caffio, 

Buthere they comes andothers. 

Ifconfequcncc doe but approouc my urc&me. 

My boate failcs freely,both with winde and ttreame. 

Caf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roltfe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, not paft a pint. 

As I am a fouldier. lag. Some wine ho : 

And let me the Cannikin cltnhe, clink e , 
jind let me the Cannikin chnke,cltnhe : 
ji Souldief s a man, a Itfe's but a fpan , 

Why then let a fouldier drittke. — Some wine boyes, 

Caf. ForejGodauexcellentlbng. 

lag. 1 1 earn’d it in England , where indeed they are mod potent 
in potting : your Dane, your (7«7»<w#*,and your f wag-bellied Hof 
lander, drinke ho, arc nothing to your Englifh. 

Caf Is your Englifh man fo expert in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facility, your Dane dead drunke: 
hefweats not to ouerthrow your Almaine\ he giuts your Hollander 
a vomir,ere the next pottle can be fild . 
taf. To the health ©four Generali. 

Mon. I am for it Lciutenant,and I will doe you iuflice. 
lag . O fweece England , — King Stephen was a worthy peere. 
His breeches cojl him but a crovene , 

He held 'em fxpence all too deere, 

With that he eald the Taylor lowne, 

Hewasawightof highrenowne. 

And thou art but of lore degree , 
i. Tis pride that puls the Countrey downe. 

Then take thine ored cltke about thee. Some vvine ho. 

E 4 Caf 
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Caf-. Fore God this is a moreexquifitc Tong then the other 
log. Will you hear’t agen? 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place , that doestW 
things : well, God’s aboue all , and there bee fou.'cs "that nj U ft u ? 
faued. DCc 

lag. It is true good Leiutenant, 

Caf. For mine own part,no offence to the Generator anv m,» 
of quality, I hope to befaued. 

I«g And fodoc I Leiutenant. 

Caf I,but by your lcatie, not before me; the Leiutenant is to lie 
failed before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, let’s to ouraf. 
faircs : Gcd fergiue vs our fins .• Gentlemen, let s looke to our bulk 
neffc; Doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke, this is my Ancient" 
this is my right hand, and this is my left hand : I am not drunke no\v 
I can ftand wcllcnough,and fpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf . V ery well then :you muff not thinke, that I am drunke. Ex, 
Men. T o the plotforme maifters. Come, let s fet the watch. 
log. Y ou fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Sduldier fit to ftand by Cafar, 

And giue direction: and doe but fee his vice, 

Tis to his vertuc,a iuft equinox, 

The one as long as th’other : tis pitty of him, 

I feare tlie truft Othello put him in, 

On fome oddc time of his infirmity, 

Willfhake this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

/ ag. Tis euertnore the Prologue to his fleepe t 
Hee’le watch the horolodgc a double fer. 

If drinke rocke not his cradle. 

Mem. T were well the Generali wete put in mindcofis. 

Perhaps he fees it nor,or his good nature, 1 

Praifes the vertues that appcarc s in Cafiio, 

And looke not on his eui.'Is t is not this true ? 

lag. How now Rodcrige, Rodcrige, 

I pray you after the Lciu:enant,goe. Exit Red, 

Men. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 

ftiould 
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’ , ul( j hazard fuch a place.as his ownc fecond, 
one of an ingraft infirmity : 

, VV ' anhoneft a a ion to fay fo to the Moore. 

1 Uo W I,for this faire Ifland: 
doe loue Capo well,and would doe much, Helpe } bclpe i within * 
To cute him of this cuill : but harke, what noyfe. 

Enter Caf X\o/rming in Roderigo. 

Caf. Z,ouns,you rogue, you rafcalL 
Mm. what’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach mcc my duty : but Pie beatc theknaue inc* 

a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beateme? 

Caf. Docft thou prate rogue? 

Jldon. Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf Let me goe fir,or ile knocke you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke ? theyfght. 

lag. Away I fay, goe out and cry a muteny. A hellrungt 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill Gentlemen, 

Helpc ho, Leiutenant : Sir Montanio, fir, 

Helpe rhatfters, here’s a goodly watch indeed. 

Who’s that thatringsthe bell? Diablo — ho. 

The Towne will rife, godfvv ill Leiucenant,hold, 

Youwillbefham'd foreuer. 



Enter Othello , and Gentlemen with weapon t . 

Oth, What is the matter here ? 

Men. Zauns, I bleed fttll,l am hurt,to the death: 

Oth. Hold,foryour liucs. 

log. Hold, hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio , Gentlemen, 

Haiie youjorgot all place of fetice,and duty : 

Hold, the Generali fpeakes to you; hold,hold, for fhame. ‘ 

Oth. Why how now bo,. from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Turkes-^viA to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has forbid the On, mites : 

F For 
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For Chriftiati fhame,put by this barbarous brawle ; 

He that ftirrcs next, to carue forth his owne rage, 

Holds his foule light, he dies vponhis motion; 

Silence that dreadfull bell,it frights the Ille 
From her propriety : what’s the matter mailers ? 

Honcft /4£*,that lookes dead with gricuing, 
Speake,who began this, on thy loue I charge thee. 

lag. I doe not know,friend$ all but now,euen now. 
In quart er,and in tcrmes,!ike bride and groomc, 
Deueditig them to bed,and then but now. 

As iffome plannet had vnwitted men, 

Swords out,and tilting one at others bread. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpcake 
Any begintiinr to tliis peeuifh odds; 

And would in a&ion glorious,I had loft 
Thcfelegges,that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How came it Michael , you were thus forgot ? 

Caf, I pray you pardon me,I cannot Ipeake. 

Oth. Worthy Mont ante, vow were wont be ciuill, 
Tnegrauity and ftiloefieofyouijyouth. 

The world hath noted, and your name is great. 

In men of wileft cenfure .* what’s the matter 
That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler? giuc me anfwer to’r ? 

Mon . Worthy Othello , l am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer I ago can informe you. 

While I fpare fpeecb,whichfomeching now offends me. 
Of all that I doc know,norknow Iought 
By me, that’s fed or done amifle this night, 

V nlcfle fclfe-charity be fonietime a vice. 

And to defend our felues it be a fintic. 

When violence affayles vs. 

Oth. Now by heauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paflion hailing my bell iudgemenc cocki, 

Aftayes to leadc tbs way. Zouns, if I ftirre. 
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Or doe but life this armc,th'e beft ofyou 
Shall finke in my rebuke : giuc me to know 
How this foule rout began, who fet it on, 

&nd hethit is approou’d in this offence, 

Tho he had twin’d with me,bothat a birth. 

Shall loofe me*, what, in aTowoe ofwarre. 

Yet Wild, the peoples hearts brim full offeare, 
Tomannage priuate and domefticke quarrels, 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety ? 
Tismonftrous. I Ago , who began? 

Mon. If partiality affin’d,or league in office. 

Thou doeft deliuer.more or leffe then truth. 

Thou art no fouldicr. 

lag. Touch me not fo ncere, 

I had rather ha this tongue out from my mouth. 

Then it Ibould doe offence to Michael Cajfio : 

Yet I perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Montmt and my felfe being in fpeech. 

There cornea a fellow, crying out for helpe. 

And Cafsio following him with determin’d fword , 
To execute vpon him: Sir this Gentleman 
Steps in to Cafsio, and intreates his paufe j 
My feltt the crying fellow did purfue, 
left by his clamour,as it fo fell out,. 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwift of foote* 
Out ran my putpofc : and I returnd the rather. 

For that I heard the clinke and fall of fwords : 

And Cafsio high in oath*, which tillto night, 
Ine’rcmightfeebefore: when I came backe. 

For this was bricfe,I found them dofe together. 

At Mow and thruft,euen as agen they were. 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More ofthis matter can 1 not reporr. 

But men are men, the baft fometitnes forget ; 

Tho Cafsio did fome little wrong to him, 

As men in rage ftrike thofc that with them beft, 

F a 
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Yet furely Cafsio, I belecue receiu’d 
From him that fled,fome ftrangc indignity. 

Which patience could not pafle. 

Otb. I know Iago, 

Thy honefty and loue doth mince this matter. 

Making it light to Cafsio: Cafsio, l loue thee, 

But neuer more be Officer of mine. Enter Defdcmonj 

Looke if my Gentle loue be not raifdc vp : with other!, 

Tie make thee an example. 

Defd. What is the matter? 

Oth. All’s well now fwecting.* 

Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe will be your furgCon; leade him off ; 

I Ago, looke with care about the Townc, 

And filence thofe,whom this vile brawlc diftradled. 

Come Vefdemona: tis the Souldiers life. 

To haue their balmy Cumbers wak’d with ftrife, 
lag, W hat are you hurt Leiutenanc ? 

Exit A 4 We,D efdemo n a^, and Attendants. 

Caf, 1 , part all furgery. 
lag. Mary God forbid. 

Caf. Reputation,reputation,I ha loft my reputation 
1 ha loft the immortal! part fir of my felfe. 

And whet rcmaincs is beaftiall,my reputation, 

/^,my reputation. 

lag. As I am an honeftman , I thought you had receiu’d foms 
bodily wound, there is more offence in that, then in Reputation : re- 
putation is an idle and moft falfe impofition, oft got without merit, 
and loft Without defcruing, You haue loft no reputation at all, vn- 
leffe you repute your felfe fuch a lofcr; whatman, there are wayes 
to recouer the Generali agen : you are but now calf in his moode, a 
puni finmcnt more in poilicy, thcnin malice, euen fo, as one would 
beate his otrencelcffcaog , to affright an imperious Lyon : lueto 
him againe, and hccs yours. * ■ 

Caf. Ivv:lIrathcrfuetobcdefpis*d, then to decciue fogooda 
Commander, with fo light, fo drunken, and indifcrcete an Officer: 
O thou inuifiblc fpiric of wise, if thou haft no name to bee knowne 
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1 r ■es call thee Diuell. 

W* v yhat was he,that you followed with your fword ? 

«/h«'hfld he done to you ? 

CA f. 

rg I remember a mafic of things, but nothing diftin&ly; a 
inrr ’n but nothing wherefore. O God, that men fhould put an 
cmv in there mouthes, to fteale away there brames; that wee 
Should with icy, Reuell, pleafure, and applaulc, transforme our 

fdues into beafts. , , 

Ug- Why, but you are now well enough : how came you thus 

ICC S Ithath pleafdethcDiucll drunkenneffc , to giueplaccto 
the Diuell wrath; one vnpesfe&neffc,fhcwci me another, to make 

me frankely defpife my felfe. , . , , 

Iae. Come,youare too icuere a morraler; as the time^the place, 
the condition of this Countrey (lands , I could heartily wiCh , this 
had not fo befalnc;but fincc it is as it is,men#ir,for your own good. 

Caf. 1 will aske him for my place againe, bee (hall tell me 1 am a 
drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra uch an anfwer would 
flopcmall: tobenowafenfiblcman,by and by a foole , andpre- 
feotly a bead. Euery vnerdinate cup is vnblcft,and the ingredicnce 
is a diuell. 

lag. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’d ; exclaime no more againft ic ; and good Leiutenant , I 
thinkeyou thinkclloue you. 

Caf. I haue wellapproou’d it fir, — I drunke ? 
lag. You, or any man lining may bee drunke at fome time : Tie 
tcllyouwhatyoufhalldo, — our Generals wife is now the Gene- 
rally may fay fo in this rcfpe£l,for that he has dcuotcd and giuen vp 
himfelfe to the cGntemplation,marke and dcuotcment of her parts 
and graces. Conte fie your felfe freely to her, importune her, (bee’ll 
lifpc 10 pm you in you? placcagainc : flic is fo l'ree, fo kind, fo apr, 
fobleffed adifpofition, that (bee holds it a vice in her goodneffe, 
not to doe more then (bee is requefted, This braule betweene 
you and her husband, intreate her to fplinter, and my fortunes 
-gainlt any lay, worth naming, this cracke of your loue 
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Hull grow dronger then twas before, 

Caf. You aduile me well. 

lag. I proteft in the finccrity of loue and honed kindneflV. 
Caf. ■ I thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning , yvill I b 
feech the vertuou s Defdcmona , to vndertake for me ; I ana deiperate 
of my fortunes, if they cbecke me here, 
lag. Y ou are in the right : 

Good night Leiutenanr,I mull to the watch, 

Caf, Good night honefl I ago. £ 

lag. And what’s he then,thatfaycs I play the villainc. 

When this aduicc is free I giue,and honed, 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

TowintheMoore agen? Forth mod eafie 
The in dining Defdcmona to fubdue. 

In any honelt fuitc , (he’s fram’d as fruitfully 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, vver’t to renounce his baptifme. 

All feales and fymt^s of redeemed fin. 

His foule is fo infettcr’d to her lour. 

That Ihe may make, vnmake, doe what.fhe lift, 

Euen as her appetite (hall play the god 

With his weake fun&ion: how am i then a villaine ? 

■To counfcll Cafsio to this parrallell courfe. 

Dircdly to his good .* diuinity of hell. 

When diudis will their blacked fins put on. 

They doe fugged at fird with hcauenly fhewes. 

As I doe now : for while this honed foole 
Plyes Defdcmona to repaire his fortunes, - 

And fhe for him,pleadcs drongly to the Moore 
Tie poure this pedilcnceinto his care. 

That flie repcalcs him for her bodyes lud; 

And by how much fhe driues to doc him good,. 

She (hall vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I curne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodnclTe make the net 

That (hall enmefh cm all ; UwrrRoderigos- 

Hqw now Rodtrigo .? 
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f ft d Ido follow here 1 h thechafe,not like a hound that hunts, but 
' that flics vp the cry.-my money is almod fpent,l ha bin to night 
0t *c-cdif-?,!y well cud geld : I thinke the iffue will be, I fball hauc fo 
tX d' experience for.my paines, as that comes to , and no money at 
"ll and with that wit returne to V '.nice. 

1 ’lag. Howpoorc arc they .that ha not parencc ? 

What wound did euer heale,but by degrees ? 
yhou knowedwe worke by wit,and not by wichcrart, 

^nd wit depends on dilatory time. 

Do’ft not goc well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou, by that fmallhurt,had calbcird Cafsie, 

Tho other things grow faire againd the fun, 

Butfruites that blofome fird, will fird be ripe. 

Content thy fclfc awhile ; bi’thc made tis morning; 
picafure,aod a6lion,make the houres feemc fhort: 

Retire thee, goc where thou artbillted. 

Away I fay, thou {halt know more hereafter : , 

Nay get thee gon. Some things are to be done, 

Aly wife mud moue for Cafsio to her midris. 

Tic let heron. 

Myfelfeawhile,to draw the Moore apart, 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio findc. 

Soliciting his wife : I, that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldnefle and delay. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Cafiio pith Mufti tans and the Clowne, 

Caf. J^/|Aders.,play here, I will content your paines, 

Something that’s briefe, and bid good morrow Generali. 
Clo. Why mailers, ha your indrumencs bin at Naples, that they 
fpcake i’thenofe thus ? 

Boy. How fir,how ? ■ 

Clo, Arcthefel pray,cald wind Indruments ? 

Boy. 1 marry are they fir; 

Clo. 0,thcreby hangs a taylc. 

Boy. Whereby hangs a taylc fir ? 

Clt* Marry fir, by many a yvinde luftrument that I know; But 

maiders, 
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matters heeic’s money for you, and the Generali fo likes your mil- 
fique , that hec defires you of all loues , to make bo more n 0 yf t 
with it. 

Boy, Wellfir,wc willnor. 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that may not bee heard, to’t 
againe, butascheyfaay, to hcare mufique , the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy, Wc ha none fuch fir. 

Clo, Then put your pipes in your bag, for Tic away ; goe } ya. 
nidi away. 

Caf. Doett thou heave my boneft friend ? 

Clo. No,I hcare not your "honed friend, I heare you. 

Caf. Preethee keeps vp thy quillets, there’s a poore pecceof 
goldfor thee: if the Gentlewoman that attends the Ceneralswife 
be ttirring,tell her there’s one Cafsio } c n treates her alittle fauour of 
fpeec'n --wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ttirring fir,iffhc will ttirre hither,! fliall feeme to no- 
tifievntoher. Euler Iago. 

Caf. Doe good my friend : In happy cim s/ago, 
lag. You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf. Why no, the day had broke before vre parted .• 

I ha made bold Iago, to "fend in to your wife,— my iuite taker. 

Is, that die will to vertuous Defdemona, 

Procure me fomc acceffc . 

Jag, Tie fend her to you prefcntly. 

And lie deuife anicane co draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your ccnuerfc and bufimfle. 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf. I humbly thankeyou for k : I neuerknew 
A Florentine more kindc and honeft: 

Enter Emilia. 

Em, Good morrow good»Leiutcnant,I am forry 
For your difpleafure,but all will foone be well. 

The Generali and his wife are talking of it. 

And die fpeakes for you ttoutly : the Moore replies,. 

That he you hurt is of great fame inC Jfrej } 

Aad greac affinity , and that in whokfomc wkcdctnc, 



The Moore o/V emce. 

„ „; 0 htnotbut refufc you s but he protefts he loues you, 
needes no other fuitor but his likings, 

?o t^e the fafeft occafion by the front, 

Tobnngyouinapne. 

Caf. Ycf I befeeeh you, 

Tfvouthinkc fit,or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of fonac briefc difeourfe 

With Defdernonadone. 

£w. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (hall h aue time. 

To fpeake your bofome freely. 

Exeunt ■ 

Enter Othcllo,Iago,W other Ctntlomtn, 

Oth. Thefe letters giue Iago, to the Pilate, 

And by him, doe my duties to the State; 

That done, I will be walking on the workes, 

Rcpaire thereto me. 

Jag. Well my good Lord.l’lc do’t. 

Oth, This fortification Gentlemen, (hall we fee't ? 

Cent. Wc waite ypon your Lordfhip. 

Exeunt. 

£«/«r Defdcmona, Caffi o andEmillh. 

Def. Be thou affur’d good Cafe to, I will doc 
All my abilities in thy bchalfe. 

Em. Good Madam do,I know it gricues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Defd. O that’s anhoneft fellow: - do not doubt Cafsio , 
ButI will haue my Lord and you againe. 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Bonn ious Madame, 

What eu«r fliall become of Michael Cafsio , 

Hee's neuer any thing but your true feruant. 

Defd, O (ir,I thanke you, you doeloue my Lord : 

You haue knowne him long,and be you well adiir’d. 



¥ 



—1 in flrangeftjftand no farther off, 
I hen in a politique diftance. 
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CWyi I but Lady, 

The pollicy may either lad fo long, 

Orfcede vpon fuch nice,and watrifhdier, 
Orbreeditfclfe, fooutofcircumdance. 

That I being abfent,and my place fupplied* 

My Generali will forget my loue and ferui'ce; 

Defd. Doc not doubt chat,beforc Emilha here* 

I giue thee warrant of thy place; affurc thee 
Ifldoevow afriendfhip,jTcperforme it 
To the lad Article ; my Lord fhall ncuer red, 

1’lc watch him tame, and talke him our of patience ; 

His bed Ihallfecmc afchoo!e,his boorcl a fhrift. 

Tie intermingle cuery thing he does, 

With Cafsio' s fuite; therefore be merry Cafsio } . 

For thy foiliciter {hall rather d ; c. 

Then giue thee caufc: away. 

Enter Othello, Tago,<W Gentlemen, 

Em. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Caf. Madam,Tletakemyleaue. 

Defd, Why flay and hearc me lpeake. 

Caf: Madam not now,I am very ill at eafe, 

Vnfic for mine ownc purpofe. 

Defd. Well, doe yourdilcrction. Ear/'/Caflio,. 

lag. Ha,I like not thac. 

Oth. W hat doeft thou. fay? 

lag. Nothing my Lord, or if,I know not what. 

Oth. Was not that Cafsio parted from my wife ? 
lag. Cafsio my Lord? — nofure,I cannotthinkcit,. 
Thai he would fneake away fo guilty-like,. 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth. I doe beleeue twas he,. 

Defd. How now my Lord, 

1 haue becne talking with a fuicer here, 

A man tha t languifhcs in your difpleafurc, 

Oth. Who i’ll you mcane ? 

Defd. Why your Lciutsmnc Cafsio } good my Lord, 
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,ti h»t »»y r ow ' r to “ ,ouc y°“’ 

u i5 prefent recon filiation take 
v % he be not one that truely loues you, 

St erres in ignorance,and not in cunning, 

haueno Judgement man honed face, 

Iprecthec call him backe. 

‘ Oft,, Went he hence now? 

J)e(i Yes faith, fo humbled. 

That he has left part ofhis griefes with me, 

1 {offer with him; good loue call him backes ( 

Oth. Not now (weete Def demon* fomc other time. 
Defd. But fliai’t be fhortly ? 

Oth. The fooner fvveerc for you. 

Defd, Shal’c be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No,not to night. 

Defd. To morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I {ball not dine at home, 

1 mtete the Captaincs,at the Cittadell. 

Defd . Why then to morrow night, or Tuefday mo 
On Tuefday mornc,or night, or Wenfday morne, 

I preethce name the time,but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaith hee’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpaffc,in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay,the warres mud make examples. 
Out ofher bed) is not almod a fault, 

Toiucurre a priuate checker when fhall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule. 

What you could aske me, that 1 fhould deny ? 

Or ftand fo muttering on ? What Michael Caftio ? 
Thac came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I hauefpokc ofyou difpraifingly. 

Hath tane your part.to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Birlady I could doe much, 

Oth. Pi ecchec no more, let him come when he will 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Defd. Why this is not a boone, 

Tis as I fliould intreatc you wcare your gloues : 

P - 
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Orfeedeon nouriftingdifhes.orkeepeyou warme, 

Or (uc to you,to doe a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon : nay,when I haue a fuite. 

Wherein I meane to touch your loue indeed. 

It fhall be full of poife and difficulty. 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Otb. I will deny thee nothing, 

Whereon I doe befecch thee grant me this, 
Toleauemebut alittle to my felfe. 

Dtfd. Shall I deny you? no, farewell my Lord. 

Otb. Farewell my Defdomana, I'le come to thee ftraight. 
Defd. Emilia, corns, be it as your fancies teach yon. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exit DcCd.a»d Em. 

Otb. Excellent wretch,perdition catch my foule. 

But I doe loue thec,and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag . My noble Lord. 

Otb. What doeft thou fay lag*} 
lag. Did Michael Cafsio when you wooed my Lady,. 
Know of your loue ? 

Otb , He did from firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
lag. But for a fatisfaddion of aiy thoughts. 

No further harme. 

Otb. Why of thy thought I ago ? 

lag . I did not thinke he had beene acquainted with her., 

Otb. O ycs,and went betweene vs very often. 

Jag. Indeed? 

Otb. Indeed t Indeed.difcrn’ft thou ought in that ? 

Is he not honeft? 

lag. Honcftmy Lord? Otb. Honeft:? I honeft. 
lag. My Lord,for ought I know. 

Otb. What doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Otb. Thinke my Lord? Byheauen heecchoesme. 
Asif there were fomemonfter in his thought: 

Too hideous to be ftiewne : thou didft meane fame tiling; 
I heard thee fay butnow,thou lik’ft {not that. 
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When Cafsio left my wife : what didft trot like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfell, 

In my whole courfe of wooing,thou cridft indeed ? 

And didft contraband purfe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft Ihut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible counfell : if thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

Jag. My Lord,youknowl loue you. 

Oth. I thinke thou doeft. 

And for 1 know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weigheft thy words,before thou giue cm breath. 
Therefore thele flops oftbine affright me the more : 

Far fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickes of cuftome; but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are clc fe denotements, working from the heart. 
That paffion cannot rule. 

lag. For Michael Cafsio, 

I dare prefume,I thinke that he is Honeft, 

Oth. I thinke fo to. 

lag. Men ffeould be that they feeme. 

Or thofe that be not,would they might feeme none. 

Oth. Certaine.men fhould be what they feeme. 
lag. Why then I thinke Cafsio's an honeft man, 

Oth, Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I preethce fpeake to me to thy thinkings : 

As thou doeft ruminate,and giue the Worftofthought, 
The world of word. 

ty- Good my Lord pardon me; 

Though I am bound to cuery add of duty, 
lam not bound to that allflaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts ? Why,fay they are vile and falfe : 

As where’s that pallacc,whercinto foule things 
emetinnes intrude not ? who has a breaft fopure. 

But fome vncleanely apprehenfions, 

Xecpe leetes and law- dayes,and in Seffion fit 
vVith medications lawful!? 

Oth. Thou doeft confpire againft thy friend logo, 
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If thou buttbinkeft him wrongd,and makeft his earc 
A ftrangcr to thy thoughts. 

lag. Idoebcfeechyou, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle, 

As 1 confetfe it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufcs,and oft my icalouhe 
Shapes faults that are not,! intreate you then. 

From one that to imperfectly conicdhs, 

Y ou’d take no notice, r.or build vour felfe a trouble 3 
Out of my fcatteritig,and vnfure obferuancej 
It were not for your quiet, noryour good. 

Nor for my manhood, hone fly, or wifedome, 

To let you know my thoughts, 

Oth. Zouns. , , 

lag. Good name in man and woman s deete my Lord; 

Is the immcdtatclewcll cfourfoules : 

Who ftcales my purfe, deals trafh,tis lomething, nothing, 
Twas minc,us his, and has bin flaue to thoufands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not ranches him, 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth. By heauen l’lc know thy thought. 

Jag. Y ou cannot,ifmy hcarc were in your hand. 

Nor (hall notjwhilft tis in my cuftody : 

O beware icalouhe. 

]t is the greene cyd monfter, which doth mocke 
Thatmeatc itfeedes on. That Cuckold liucs in blme, 
Who certainc ofhis fate,loues not his wronger : 

But oh,what damned minutes tells he ore, 

Who dotes, yet doubts, fufpe£ts,y et ftrongly loues. 

Oth. Omifcry. 

lag. Poore and content ,is rich,and rich enough, 

But riches, fineleffc, is as peovc as winter. 

To him that cuer fearcs hSW^Ubc pootc : 

Good God, the foulcs of all my''®bc defend 
From icalouhe, 

Oth. Why,wbyi-sthis? 



Thi 









WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello ( STC 22305) LON DC 



The Moore ofV enice . 

Tb’mbft thou l’dc make a lifeofiealoufie ? 
r 0 follow Hill the changes of the Moone 
Wjthfrelb fufpitions ? No,to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be refolud : exchange me for a Goate, 

When I (ball turne the bufmeffe of my foule 
To f»ch exufflicate,and blovvne furmifes, 

Matching thy inference : tis not to make me ieaious, 

To fay my wife is faire,fecdcs well,loucs company* 
Isfreeof fpeech,fings,playes,and dances well.; 

Where venue is.thefe arc more vertuous .• 

{^or from mine ownc wcake merrits will Idraw 
The frnallcft fcare, or doubt of her reuolt. 

For (be had eies,and chofc me mio I ago, 

]’le fee before I doubt, when I doubt, proue. 

And on the proofc,there is no more but this : 

Away at once with Ioue or ieakrafie, 
lag. I am glad of it, for now I {ball haue reafon* 

To drew the louc and duty that I.beare you. 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me .• I fpcake not yet of proofe, 

Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafsio ; 

Weare your cie thus,not icalous,nor fccure, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature,. 

Out of felfe -bounty be abus ’d, looke to’t ; 

Iknow our Countrcy difpcfition well. 

In Vcntct they doe let God fee the prankes 

They dare fhew their husbands : their bell confcience* 

Is not to lcaue vndonc,but keepe vnknownc, 

Oth. Doeft thou fay fo. 

lag. She did deceiue jier father marrying you ; 

And when {he feem’d to fhake and feareyour lookes, 
Shcloa’d them moll. Oth.. And foftie did. 

lag. Why go too then, * .. ^ 

She that fo young,could giue oi;t*fueh a teeming,. 

To fealc her fathers eyes vp,clofe as Oakc, 

He thought twas witchcraft ; but I am much too blame, 
1 humbly doc befeecb you of your pardon^, 
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For tdo much louing you. 

Oth, lam bound to thee for euer. 

lag, I fee this hath a little daflit your fpirits. 

Oth. Not aiot,uotaiot. 
lag, Ifaith I f eare it has . 

1 hope you will confidcr what is fpoke. 

Comes from my louc : But I doe fee you are moou’d, 

I am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech, 

T o grofer iffues,vior to larger reach, 

Tbcntofufpition. 

Oth. I will not. 

lag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My Ipeech fhould fall into fuch vile fucceffe, ‘ 

As my thoughts aime not at : Cafiio’s my trufty friend : 

My Lord,I lee you are moou’d. 

Oth, No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinkc but Defdcmona’s honeft. 

lag. Long liue (he fo, and long Hue you to thinkc fo. 
Oth. And yet how nature erring from it felfe. 
lag. I, there’s the point; as to be bold with you. 

Not to affeiff many propofed matches. 

Of her o wne Clime, complexion,and degree, 

Whereto wefee in all things, nature tends ; 

Fie we may fmcll in fucha will,moft ranke 
Foule disproportion *. thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in pofition, 

Deftin&ly fpcake of her.tho I may feare 
Her will recoylingto her better judgement, 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent? 

Oth. Faiewclljifmore 

Thou doeft perceiue,!et me know more, fet on 
Thy wife toobferue : Icaue me l ago. 
lag. My Lord I take my lcauc. 

Oth, Why did Imarry ? This honeft creature doubtlcffe 
Secs and knowes more, much more then he vnfoulds. 

My Lord, I would ! might intreace ycur honour. 
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r n feaii this thing no further, Icaue it to time, 
r! a it be fit, that Cafsio haue his place, 
c rfure he fills it V P with great ability : 

Vet if Vou plcafe to hold him off awhile, 

V u (hall by that perceiuehim and his meanes; 

Lte if your Lady ftraiue her entertainement, 
anv ft rong or vehement importunity, 

Much will be feene in that,in the mcane time. 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 

As worthy caufe 1 haue, to feare I am ; 

And hold her free, I doe befecch your honour. 

Oih. Feare not my gouernement. 

Ui. 1 once mere take my ieaue. Exit 

Oth. This fellowe’s of exceeding honefty. 

And knowes all qualities,witb a learned fpiric 
Of hwmine dealing : if I doe prooue her haggard, 
fho that her leffes were my deare heart firings, 
l’de whiffle her off, and let her downe the wind, 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blackc. 

And haue not thefefoft parts of conuerfation. 

That ChamlererShaue,or for I am declind 
Into the valt of yeares; yet that’s not much, 

Shces gone, I am abus’d, and my releife 
Muft be to lothc her ; O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thele delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites .* I had rather be a T oadc, 

Andliue vpon the vapor in a dungeon, 

Thehkcepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

Forethersvfes : yet tis-the plague of great ones, 

Prcrogatiu’d are they lerfethen the bale, 

Tisdefteny,vnfkiunnable, like death*. 

Earn then this forked plague is fated to vs. 

When we doe quicken : Defdemna comes, 

Iffhe be f ,lfe,0 then heauen mocks it felfe , 

Plenot beleeue it. 

E#rer Dcfdcmona <tWEm'illia. 

Ecfd, How now my deare Othello > 

H Tout 
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Your dinner, and the generous Ilander 
By you inuited,doe attend your prefence, 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Def. Why is your fpeechfo faint? arc you not well? 
Oth. I haue a paine vpon my forehead, here. 

DeJ. Faith that’s with watching, t’will away againe; 
Let me but bind your head, within thishourc 
2t will be well againe* 

Oth. Your napkin is too little :- 
Let it alone, come Lie goe in with you. 

Def. I am very forty that you are not well* 

Em. I am glad I hane found this napkin, ExOi\\.a*d 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moore,' Defd. 
My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to ftcale it,bnt flie fo loucs the token* 

For he conniv'd hcr,fhc (hould cucr keepe it, 

Th t flic relcrucs iteucr more about her, 

To kiffe,and talkc to ; lie ha the worke caine out, 

And giu’t l age: what hec’ll doc with it, 

Hcauen knowcs,not I, Enter Iago, 

I nothing know, but for his-fantafie. 

Iae. How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a thing for you. 
lag. A thing for me, it is a common thing. 

Em, Ha ? 

lag. To haue a foolifh thing. 

Em. 0,is that all ? what will you gine me now. 

For that fan .e hamikercher? 

Jag. What handkercher? — 

Em. What handkercher? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to Dtfdemorm , 

That which fo often you did bid me ftcale. 

Jag. H a'ft dole it from her ? 

Em. tfo faith, (he let it drop by negligence. 

And to the aduamage,! being herc,took’t vp : . 

Lookc here it is. 

Jag. A good wench, giuc it me* 
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Ettf. What will you doe with it, that you haue bin 
c 0 earned to haue me filch it ? 

5 Jar. Why, what’s thattoyou ? 

Em. If ‘t he not for fomc purpofc ofimpott, 

Giuemce’t againe,poorc Lady, due'll run mad, 

VVbcn flic flaall lacke it. . 

j g S' p.e nor. youknowneon c,I haue vie for it : — go leaue tnc; 

I will ui Cafsia's Lodgin g lofe th is napkin. Exit Etri. 

And let him finde it : trifles light as ayre. 

Are to the icalous, confirmations ftrong 
As proofes of holy writ,this tpay doc fomething, 

Danserous conceits are in their natures poUonj, 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diflaft. 

But with a little art, vpon the blood, £«t.Qchcllo. 

Same like the mindcs offulphure ; I did fay foe 
loolte where he comes, not Poppy,nor Mandragora, 
jsjor all the droufie firropsof the world. 

Shall euer medicine thee to that fwcete fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yeftrday. 

Oth. Ha,hs,falfe to mc,to me ? 
lag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Oth Atiantjbe gone,thouhaftfet meonthe racke, 

I fweare,tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know a little. 
lag. How now my Lord ? 

Oth. What fenfe had I of her ftolne houres o/luft t 
I ftw’t not, thought it not,it harm’d not me, 

Iflcpt the next night well,wasfrce,and merry; 

Ifound not Cafsts'sWfcs on her lips. 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’r,and hee’s not rob’d at all. 

Ia l> 1 am forry to heart this. 

Oth. 1 had bin happy if the gencrall Canape, 

Pyoncrs,and all,had tailed her fwcete body. 

So 1 had nothing Icnownc : O now for cuer 
Farewell the tranquile mind,farewcll content .♦ 

Farewell the plumed UQope, and the big Carres : 
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That makes ambition vertue : O farewell. 

Farewell the neighing Steed,and the fhri 1 Trumpe, 

The fpirit-fiirringDrumme,the eare-peircing Fife; 

The royall Banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pompe, and circumftance of glorious vvarre. 

And O ye mortall Engines,whofe wide throates. 

The immortall louts great clamor counterfeit; 

Farewell, Othello's Occupation’s gone* 
lag. IffpofliblemyLord ? 

Oth. Villaine,be fure you prone my Loue a whore. 

Be fure ofir,g\ue me the oeuler ptoofe, 

Or by the worth of mans etefnall foule. 

Thou hadft bin beiterhaue beene borne a dog, 

Then anfwer my wak’d wrath. 

Jag. Ift come to this? 

Oth. Make me to fee’t,or at the leafi fo proue ir, , , 
That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loope. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe \ pon thy life. 

Jag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doeft flander her, and torture me, 

Neucr pray more,abandon all remorce. 

On horrors head,borrors accumilate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepe,all earth amaz’d. 

For nothing canft thou to damnation ad greater then that, 
lag. O grace,Q heauen defend me. 

Are you a man,haue you a foule or fence } 

God buy you, take thine office, — O wretched foole. 
That liueft to make mine honeff y a vice, 

0 monftrous world ,aake not e,take note ,0 world. 

To be direct and honeff, is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit,and from hence, 

1’le loue no friend, fince loue breedes fuch offence. 

Oth. Nay (fay, thou fhouldlt be honeff. 
lag. I fhould be wife,for honeffie’s a foole. 

And loofes that it workes for : 

I fee fir,you are eaten vp with paffion, . 

I doe repent me that I put it- to you, ; : 
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Vo „*on'dbelitisfitd. 

Oth. WouldinayJwiil. 

. And may, but how,how Satisfied my Lord ? 

Would you, the fuperuifer groffely gape on, 

Be hold her topt? . 

Oth. Death and damnation — on. 

Jai ' ^ w ere a tedious difficulty I thinke,-. 

Tn brine cm to that profpc#,dam cm then, 

Ifeuer mortall eyes did fee them boulder 
vjore then their owne; what then, how then ?- 
What (ball I fay ? where’s fatisfadfion ? 

It is impoflible you fhould lee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates,as hot as Monkies, , 

As fak as VV dues, in pride; and fooles as groffe. 

As ignorance made drunke .* But yet I fay, 
if imputation and'ffrong circumftanees. 

Which leade diredtty to the doore oftrutb. 

Will giucycu fatisfa6lion,you may ha t. 

Oth. Giue me aliuing reafou.that fliec’s difloyall, 
lag. Idoe not like the office. 

But fithl am enter’d into thiscaufe fo farre, 

Prickt to’t by foolifh honefty and loue, 

I will goe on : I lay with Cafsie lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tocth.T could not deep* 
There are a kinde of men fo loofe of foule, 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kinde is Cafsio : 

In fieepe I heard him fay.Swecte Defdemona , , 
Lctv$bemerry,lctvshideourloue$ ; 

And then fir, would he gripe and wring my hand, 

Gry out,fweetecreature,and then kifle me hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then layed his leg 
Ou«r my thigh, and figh’d,and kiffed,and then 
Gried.turfcd fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O Monftrous,monffrous« 
lag. Nay, this was but his dreame. 
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Otb. But this deuotcd a fore-gone conclusion, 
lag. Tis a fhrewd doubr.tho it be but a dreame, 

And tl'is may hclpe to thicken ocher proofes, 

Jim doc demonflrate thinly, 

Otb. rie tcarc her all to peeccs. 

lag. Nay,but be wife, yet we fee nothing done. 

She may be honefl yet, cell me but chic, 

Hauc you not fometimes fcenc a handkerchcr. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand. 

Otb. I gaue her luch a one,twas my firfl gife. 
lag. 1 know not that, but fuch ahandkcrchcr, 

I am lure ic was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with, 

Otb. Ift be that. 

lag. Ific be tli at, or any, it was hers , 

It fpcakes againft her, with the ocher proofs. 

Otb. O that the flauc h ad forty thoufand hues, 

One is too poorc,too weake for my reuengc: 

Now doc I fee tis time,looke here I ago. 

All my fond foue,thu; doc I blow to hcauen, — tis gone, 
Arife blacke vcngeancc,frorh thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O louc thy cro\vnc,ami harted Throne, 

To tirranous hate,fwcll bofome with thy fraught. 

For tis cf Afpecks tongues. 

lag. Pi ay be content. bekiteelet, 

Otb. O blood, /4£0,blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Otb , Ncucr: 

In the due reuerenceofa lacrcd vow, 

I here in £ age my words. 

lag. Doc not rife yet : 

Witnefle you euer-burning.lights aboue. 

You Elements that dip vs roundabout, lage kgteUs; 
Witnefle that here, Iaga doth giuc vp 
The excellency ofhis wit,hand,heart, 

‘f o W! ong’d Othello s fci uice : let him command, 

And to obey,(liall be remorce, 

' 
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VVhat bloody worke focucr. 

otb. i g recte th y loue : 

Cot with vaine thankcs,but with acceptance bounteous, 

And will vpon th e inftan t put thee to’t,. 

VVidun thefe three daycs,lct me hcarc thee fay, 
phat Cafii'S not aliue, 

Jag. My friend is death 
yis done as you requeffbut let her Hue. 

0th. Dam her lewd minks ■ O dam her,. 

£ 0IT1C} goe with me apatt ,I wiU w ithdraw 
pofurnifh m c with fome fwift meancs of death,, 
forthefairc diucll : now art thou my Leiutenant, 

Jar. Iamyoutowneforeuer. 

4 Exeunt. 

EwttrDefcemonia Emilia and the Clow tie. 

Def. Do you know firra,\vhere the Leiutenant Caftio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies aoy where. 

Def. Why man? < 

He is a Souldier,and for one to fay a Souldier lies,is ftabbing. 
Def. Go to, where lodges he? 

do. I know not where he lodges.,and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mythroacc. 

T>e(d. Can you inquire him out,and be edified by report ? 

do, I will cathcchiatc the world for him,tbat is, make queilsons 
And by them anfwcr. 

Dcfd, Secke him, bid him comchither,tcl\him I hauc moued my 
Lord inhis bcha:fe,and hope all will be well. 

Go, To doe this is within the compaflc ofaman , and therefore 
lie attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Defd. Where fl-iould I loofc that handkerchcr Emillta} 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def. Belectic me,l had rather loofe my purfe 
FullofCiufadecs j and but my noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made ofno fuch bafenefle, . 

As iealous creatures arc, it were enough , * 

Toput him to ill rhinkiug, 

Em, Is he not iealous; 
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Defd. Who he i I thinke the Sub where he was borne. 
Drew all Inch humors from him. Enter Othello. 

Evt. Looke where he comes. 

Def. I will not lcaue him now, 

Lc c Ctfsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord > 

Gth, Well my good Lady : O hardnefle to difiemble : 
How doc y ou Defdomona ? 

Def Well, my good Lord. 

Otb, G iuc me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady. , 

Def 1 i yet has felt no age, nor knownc no forrow, 

' Otb. Tiiis argues fruitfulnelfe and libcrali heart. 

No: hot and moift.,this hand of yours requires 
A fe quelle: froni liberty i falling and praying, 

Much caftigation, txcrcife deuout ; 

For hccrc’s a young and Tweeting diuell here. 

That commonly rebels .* tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def. You may indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand thatgme away nay heart. 

Otb. A libcrali hand v tbe hearts of old gaue hands. 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def I cannot fpeake of this,come,comc,your promife. 

Oth. What premife chuc'kc ? 

Def I haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

Oth. 1 haue a fait and fullen rhume offends me, 

Lend me thy handkercher, 

Def Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gauc you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. •, ; * 

Def No faith my Lord. 

Otb. Thatsafauit : that handkercher 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a cnarmcr,and cou!d almott reade 
The thoughts ofpeop!e;fhe told her while fhe keptir, 
T’would make her amiable,and fubdue my father 
Intirely to her loue : But if Hie loft ir, . . 
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t fifcIytoh« loue : But if (be I#ft it, 
n HJide a gift of it : my fathers eye 
?houW hold her lothely.and hirfpirits flwnsld hunt 
After new fancies: ft»c dying, gaue it me, 

* a bidme when my fate would haue me witie, 
r® # iuc it her ; I did fo,and take heede on 
Mike it a darling, like your pretiou* eye, 

Toloofc t orgme'c away, were fach perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. 

Dtjd. rft poff’ble > .... . 

Oth. Tis true, there smagickem the we* or it, 

^ sybell that had numbred in the world, 
yhe Sun to make two hundred comp a Acs, 

Id her prophetique fury , fowed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the filke. 

And it was died in Mummy, with the skilful! 

Conferues of maidens hearts. 

Def. Ifaith i’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well. 

Def Then would to God,that I had neuer fecne it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def Why doe you fpeake fo ftaitingly and rafrly. 

Oth. l*ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o'the way ? 

Def Heauenbleffe ys. 

Otb. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft,but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetch’c,lct me fee it, 

Def. Why fo I can fir, but I will not now, 

^is is a tricke,to put me from my fnite, 

1 P»y lee Cafie, be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkcrchcr,my mind mifgiucs. 

Def Come.come.you'll neuer meete a more fuff dent 

Oth. The handkercher. 

Oef I pray talke me of Csfsi*. 

Oth. The handhcrchcc. 
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Def. A man that all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your lo’tfe. 

Shar’d dangers with you. 

Oth. Thehandkercher. ! ‘ ' ! ' 

Def. Ifaith you are too blame. 

Oth. Zouns. 

Em Is not this man Jealous ? 

Def. I ne’refaw this before : 

Sure there’s Tome wonder in this handkercher, 

I am moft vnhappv in the Ioffe. 

Enter Iago 4««/Caffio. 

Em. Us not a yeere or tyytfTftewesy $ a' man. 
They are all but ftomacks,and We all but foode ; 
They eate vs hungcr;y 9 ahd when they are full, 
Theybelchvs; lbokeyou,Crf/r»and myhusband. 

lag. There is no oth« way, tis fire muff dye it , 
And loe the happineffe,goe,and importing Herl 1 "’ . 
Def. How now good Cafue the,ne$f { "' ,av 
Caf. Madam,my former'fuitc : I doe befei 
That by ymir vcrtuous meaner, I may againc 
Exili,and be a member ofhis lour. 

Whom I,with all the duty of my heart, 

Intirely honour,I would not be delayed : : 

If my offence be of fuch mortal! kind, 

That neither feruice part, nor prefenc forrowes-,. 
Nor purpos’d merrii, m futurity 
Canranfome me,into his lone againc 
But to know fo,mutt be my benefit. 

So (hall I cloth me in a forc’d content. 

And fhoote my felfe vp infome other courfc ? . 

To fortunes almes. 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Caff Si 
My aduocation is hoc now in tunc- ' 

My Lord is hot my Lord, nor (hoiild I know bun. 
Were hf in fauour,as in humor tiered.. i . 
Sohclpe me,cuery fpiritfan&ified* • ' ’ 

As I haue fpokenfor you,all my befh, * 3:>1 ' 
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a (food within the blanke ofhis difpleafure, 

c” myff ee fp ecch: y° u muft 3 while be P atient > 

Shat I can doe I will, and more I will 
Sen for my felfe I dare, let that fuffice you. 

L Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now, 
and certainely in ftrange vnquietneffe. 

Jag. Can he be angry? I haue feene the Cannon, 

When it hath blowne his rankes into theayre ; 

And (like the Diuell) from his very arme, 
puft hisowne brother, and canhebe angry ? 

Something of moment then : I willgoe meete him, 

There’s matter in t indeed, if he be angry. 

J)efd. Ipreetheedo fo : fomething fureof State, 

Either from Venice, or fome vnhatcht practice, 

Made demonff rable here in Cypres to him, 

Hath pudled his deere fpirit,and in fuch cafes 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho great ones are the obietff, 

Tis euen fo : for let our finger ake, 

And it endues our other heathfull members, 

Euen to that fence of paine ; nay, we muff thinke. 

Men are not gods, 

Norof them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall -• befiirew me much Emillia , 

I was (vnhandfome, warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindenffe with my foule; 

But now Ifinde,I had fubbornd the witneffe, 

And hee’s indited falfiy. 

Em. Pray heauen it be State matters, as you thinke, 

And no conception, nor no icalous toy 
Concerning you. 

Defd. Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules willnotbeanfwered fo. 

They are not euer iealous for the caufe, 

But iealous for they are iealous : tis a monfter, 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

I 2 Def. 
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Defd. Heauenkeepe that monfter from Othello s mind, 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will goe feeke him^C^/r^walke here about. 

If I doe finde him fit, Pie moue your fuite, Exeunt Defd. 
And feeke to effeft it to my vttermoft. WEmillia. 
Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifhip. 

Bian . Saue youfriend Cafsio. Enter Bianca. 

Caf. What make you from home? 

How is it with you my mod faire Bianca ? 

Ifaith fweete louel was commingto your houfe. 

Bian. And I was going to your Lodging Cafsio ; 
What,keepe a weeke away ? feuen daies and nights, 
Eightfcore eight houres, and louers abfent houres, 

More tedious then the diall, eightfcore times, 

No weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with laden thoughts bin preft, 

But Ifhall in a more conuenient time, 

Strike off this fcore of abfence r fweete Bianca y 
Take me this worke out. 

Bian. Oh Cafsio y whence came this > 

This is fome token froma newer friend. 

To the felt abfence, now I feele a caufe, 

Ifl: come to this ? 

Caf. Go to woman. 

Throw your vile gheffes in the diuells teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are iealous now, 

That this is from fome midri(Te,(ome remembrance, 

No by my faith Bianca , 

Bian. Why who's is it ? 

Caf. I know not fweete,! found it in my chamber, 

Hike the worke well,ere itbedemanded, 

As like enough it will,Fde haue it coppied, 

T ake it, and do^and leaue me for this time. 

Bian. Leaue you, wherefore ? 

Caf. I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition, nor my wifh. 
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To haue him fee me woman’d. 

%- m . But that you doe not loue me : 

Tpray you bring me on the way alittle. 

Arid lay/ 1 ^ a11 fee y ou foonc at ni g ht * 

Caf. Tis but a little way, that I can bring you , 

For 1 attend here,but 1’le fee you foone. 

B'm. Tis very good, I muftbecircumftanc’d. 

Exeunt, 

(MBus. 

Enter la go And O thello * 

lag. W ili you thinke fo ? 

Oth. Thinke fo I ago, 

Jag. What, to kifle in priuate ? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kiffe. 

Ug. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre, or more, not meaning any harme. 

Oth. Naked abed I ago , and not meane harme ? 
Itishypocrifie againft thediuell : 

They that meane vertuoufly,and yet doe fo, 

The diuell their vertue tempts,and they tempt heauen.’ 
lag. So they doe nothing,tisaveniall flip ; 
Butiflgiuemy wife a handkercher. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers. 

She may, T thinke, beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is p rote hires of her honour to. 

May (hegiue that? 

lag. Her honour is aneffence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not ; 

But for the ha ndkercher. 

Oth. By heauen, 1 Would raoft gladly haue forgot it: 
Thou fiidfl- (O it comes o’re my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infected houfe. 




Boding 
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Boding to all.) He had my hankercher. 
lag. I , what of that ? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now, 

lag. What if I had faid I had feene him do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay (as knaues be fuch abroad) 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite, 

Or by the voluntaty dotage of fome miftris, 

Conuinced,or fupplied them,cannot chufe. 

But they mud blab. 

Oth . Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord, but be you well aflfur’d, 

No more then heeT vnfweare. 

Oth . What hath he fayd ? 

lag . Faith that he did — I know not what he did. 

Oth . But what? lag . Lye. 

Oth . With her? 

lag. With her,onher,what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
her *, lye with her, Zouns, that’s fulfome,handkerchers,Confe(fion, 
hankerchers. He fa/s dome , 

lag. Worke on my medicine, worke: thus credulous fooles arc 
caught. and many worthy and chafte dames, euenthus all guiltleffe, 
meete reproach ; What ho my Lord, my Lord I hy,Othcllo y ~ how 
now Cafsio. Enter Caflio. 

Caf. What’s the matter ? 

lag . My Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This is his fecond fit , he had one y efterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 
lag. No,forbeare, 

The Lethergie,muft haue his quiet courfe, 

If not he foames at mouth, and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madneffe; looke he ftirres; 

Doeyou withdraw your felle a little while, 

He will recouer firaight,when he is gone , 

I would on great occafion fpeake with you . 

How is it Generali, haue you not hurt your head ? 

Oth . Doeft: thoumockeme > 

H 
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lat, Imockeyou? nobyHcaucn, 

If ?j voa would beare your fortunes like a man. 

A Wd monfttr,and a brail. 

There’s many a beaft then in a populous City , 
And many a ciuill monfter. 

Oth. Did heconfeflc? 

Ja(. Good fir be a man, 

Thir.kecuery bearded fellow, rim sbut yoak d, 

May draw with you, there’s millions how aliue. 

That nightly lyes in thofe vnproper beds, 

vVh'ch they dare fweare peculiar : your cafe is better: 

0 tis the fpitc of hell,the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fccurc Coach, 

And to fnppofe her chafte : No,let me know, 

And knowing what I am,l know what fhc ftiall be. 

Oth . Othou art wife^iscertame. 

Jag. Stand you awhile apart. 

Confine your felfc but in a patient lift : 

VV hil ft you were here ere while, mad with yotir grie' e, 
A paffion mod vnfuting fuch a noan, 

Cafsio came hither,! fliifred him away, 

And layed good fcufe,vpon your cxtacy. 

Bid him anonvctire,and here fpeake with me. 

The which he promifdc : butincaue yourfclfe. 

And marke the Iecres,the libes,aud notable fcornes,, 
That dwell in eucry region of hi* face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

Where, how,how oft, how long agoe,and when. 

He has,aHdisagaineto cope your wife : 

I fay, but marke his ieafture,maty patience. 

Or 1 (hall fay,yGU arc all in all/tn fpleenc,. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doeft thou hc&telago, 

I will be found mod cunning in my patience } 

But doeft thou heare,moft bloody. 

lag. That’s not amifle : 

Hut yet keepc time in all ; will you withdraw ? 

, j 4 
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Now will I queftion Cafsio of Bittner; 

A hufwife that by felling her defires, 

Buys her felfc bread and cloathe * : it is a Creature, 

That dotes on C aft to ; as tis the (trumpets plague 
T o beguile many, and be beguild by one, £«/,Ca(fio. 

Hc,when he heares of her .cannot refraine 
jrirom the excefleoflaughter : herchecpmcs : 

As he fwall fmilc ,Oth«Uo (hall .got mad. 

And his vnbookifh iealoufie muft confter 
P oore Caf tit t frailcs,geftures,and light behauiour. 

Quite in the wrong.- How doe you now Lciuten.ant f 
C<t(. The worfcr,that you giuc me the addition, 

Whole want euen kills me. 

I ag. Ply Dtfdttntna well, and you arc fiurc oo'c , 

Now if this fuite lay in Bianca/ power. 

How quickly fiiould you fpced, 

Caf. Alas poore Catiuc. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already. 
lag. I neucr knew a woman loue man fo, 

Caf , Alas poore rogue,! thinke itaith (be IoUcs me. 
Oth. Now he denyes it faintly, and laughes it out. 
lag. Doc you heart £*//»? 

Oth. Now he importunes him to tell it on, 

Goe tOjWcll laid. 

/ ag. She giuc s it out that you ftiall marry her, 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 



Oth. D oe you triumph Roman.doc you triumph ? 

Caf. I marixhcr? I prethec bearefome charity to my wit. 

Doc not thinke it fo vivwholefome •• ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. So, fo,fo,fo, laugh that wins. 

lag. F aith the cry goes, you fhall marry her, 

Caf. Preethee fay true. 
lag , Iamavery villaincelfe, 

Oth. Hayoullor’dmc well. 

Caf. This is the naonkies own giuing out; (be Is perfwaded I wB 
marry her,out of her ewne louc and flattery, not out ofmy promife, 

04 >. 
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nth loco beckons me, now he begins the ftory . 
r r che was hecre euen now, fhee haunts me in cuery place, I 
frtthcr day, talking on the fea banke,with certaine Venetian;, and 
CO nies this bauble, by this hand (he fals thus about my neck. 
nth Crying, O deare Cafsio , as it were : his iefture imports it. 

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weepcs vpon me; fo hales, and puls 

Now be tells how (he pluckthim to my Chamber, 
Tfeethatnofe ofyours,but not thatdogl (hallthrowt to. 

Caf. Well, I muft leaue her company. Enter Bianca. 

lag-. Before me, looke where (becomes, 
pis fuch another ficho ; marry a perfum’d one, what doe you meane 
bvthis hanting of me. 

Bian. Let the diuel and his dam haunt you, what did you meane 
by that fame handkercher, you gauemeeeuen now? I wasanne 
foole to take it; I muft take outthe whole worke,a likely peece or 
worke, that you (hculd find it in your chamber, andnotknow who 
left it there : this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the 

vvorke; there, giue it the hobby horfe,wherefoeuer you had it , l’le 

take out no worke on’t. 

Caf. How now my fweete Bianca, \to\N now, bow now ? 

Oth. By heauen that (hould be my handkercher. 

Bian. An you’ll come to fupper to night, you may , an you will 
not, come when you arenext prepar’d for. Exit, 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf. Faith I muft, (hee’llraile i’the ftreete elfe. 
lag. Will you fup there ? 

Caf. Faith I intend fo. 

lag. Well, I may chance to fee you, for I would very fainc fpeake 
withyou. 

Caf. Preethee come, will you ? 

lag. Goe to, fay no more. Exit Caftlo. 

Oth. How (hall I murder him I ago ? 

lag. Did you perceiue,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O l age, 

lag. And did you fee the handkerche r ? 

Oth. W as that mine ? 
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Oth. I would haue him nine yeares a killing; a fine woman afa' 
woman,afweete woman. * lre 

Tag. Nay you muft forget. 

Oth. And let her rotand perifh , and bedamb’d to night, for (h 
(hall not Hue: no, my heart is t urn d to ftonc;I ftrike it, and it hurt' 
my hand : O the world has not a Tweeter creature, fhe might lie bv 
anEmperoursfide,and command him taskes. 

Tag. Nay that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, l doe but fay what fhe is: So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufition, O fheewill fing the fauageneflfc 
out of a Beare ; of To hye and plentious wit and inuention. 

lag. Shee’s the worle for all this. 

Oth. Athoufandthoufand times: and then of To gentle a con- 
dition. 

Tag. I, too gentle. 

Oth. I that’s certaine,but yet the pitty of it I ago, thepitty. 

Ia. Ifyou befo fond ouer her iniquity ,giue her patent to offend, 
for it it touches not you, it comes neere no body. 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes — cuckold me ! 

Tag. O tis fbule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 

Tag. Tbat’sfouler. 

Oth. Get me Tome poifon I ago , this night I’le not cxpoftulate 
with her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my minde a gen , this 
night I ago. 

lag. Doe it not with poifon , ftrangle her in her bed , euen the 
bed fhe hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good,good,the iuftice ofit pieafesvery good. 

Tag. And for Cafsio^ct me bee his vndertakcr : you (hall hearc 
more bv midnight. A T rumpet. 

Enter Lodouico,D cfdemona ,and Attendants. 

Otb. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame ? 

Tag. Something from Venice fure,ti$ Lodouico , 

Come from the D tike, and fee your wife is with him. 

hi 
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lod. God faue the worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

lad. The Duke and Senators of Venice greeteyou. 

Oth. Ikiffe the inffrument of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodouico ? 

for. I am very glad t0 ^ ee y ou Seignior : — welcome to Cypres. 

Lod. 1 thanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio} 

Jag. Hues fir. 

j)cj. Coufen, there’s falne betweene him and my Lord, 

Anvnkind breach, but you fhall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that ? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Thisfaileyounoctodoe,asyou will. — 

Lod. He did not call, bee ’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord and Cafsio ? 

Def. A mod vnhappy one,I would doe much 
Toattone them, for the louel beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftorie. 

Def. MyLord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Defd. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou’d him; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home, 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Defd. By my troth,! am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. MyLord. 

Otb. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweete Othello ? 

Oth. Diuell. 

Def. I haue not deferu’d this i 

Lod. My Lord .this would not be beleeu’d in Venice, 

Tho I fhould fweare I faw’t : tis very much, 

Make her amends, fhe weepes. 

Oth. O Diuell, Diuell, 

If that the eanhcould teeme with womens teares 
Each drop fhe falls, would proue a Crocadile : 

K a Out 
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Out of my fight. 

Def. I will not flay to offend you. 

Lea. Truely an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeech your Lordfhip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftrifie. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her fir ? 

Lod. Who, I my Lord ? 

Oth. Lyou did wifh that I would make her turne : 

Sir fhe can turne, and turne, and yet go on, 

And turne againe, and fhe can weepe fir, weepe; 

And fhee’s obedient, as you fay, obedient ; 

V ery obedient, proceed you in your teares, 

Concerning this fir : O well painted pafiion : 

I am commanded here — get you away, 

I’le fend for you anon : -- S ir, I obey the mandat, 

And will returne to Venice: — hence, auant, 

Cttfsio fhal! haue my place; and fir to night 
I doe intreate that wc may fup together, 

You are welcome fir to Cypres,— goates and monkies. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in allfufficient ? This the noble nature, 

Whom pafiion could not fhake ? Whofe folid vertue. 

The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze, nor peirce ? 
lag. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe? is he not light of braine ? 

lag. He’s that he is,Imaynot breathe my tenfure. 

What he might be,ifashe might,heisnot, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What,ftrike his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo well; yet would I knew 
That ftroake would prouetheworft. 

Lod. Is it his vfe > 

Or did the lettersworke vponhisblood. 

And new create this fault? 

Jag. Alas, alas. 
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, nothonefty in me to fpeake, 

What 1 h?.ue feene and knowne,you fhall oblerue him, 

Andhis owne courfes will denote him fo, 

Tha f 1 may faue m y *P eech : doebut g oeaftcr > 

A „d markehow he continues. 

Ud. 1 am forr y tbat ^ am deceiu d in him. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Othello 4»dEmillia, 

Oth. You haue feene nothing then. 

Em. Nor euer heard, nor euer did fufpetft. 

Oth. Yes, and you haue feene Cajsio and fhe together. 

Em. But then I faw no harme,and then I heard 
Each Tillable that breath mrde vp betweene’em. 

Oth . What, did they neue- whifper ? 

Em. Neuer,my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’ the way? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her mask.her gloues, n or nothing? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em. T durft my Lord ,to wager fh e is honeft, 

Laydownemy foule atftake : ifyouthinke other, 

Remoueyour thought, it doth abufeyourbofomc, 

If any wretch ha putthis in your head, 

Let heauens requite it with the Serpents curfe, 

For if fhe be not honeft, chafte, and true , 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of her Sex 

Isfoule as (lander. Exit Emillia. 

Oth. Bid her comehither, goe, 

She fayes enough, yet (he’s a ftmple bawde, 

That cannot fay as much : this is a fubtle whore, 

Adofet,lockeand key, of villainous fecrets, 

And yet fhee’ll kneele and pray, I ha feene her do’t. 
£»ferDeidemona and Emillia, 

LeJ. My Lord,what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Lef. What is your pleafure ? 

Oth. 
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Oth. Let me fee your eyes--lookein my face. 

Def. What horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth. Someofyourfundhon miftrifte, 

Leaue procreants alone, and fhut the dore, 

Coffe,or cry hem,if any body come, 

Your miftery.yourmiftery : nay difpatch. ExitYLm. 

Def Vpon my kneesjwhat does your fpeech import > 

I vnderftand afury inyour words, 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 

Def. Y our wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 

Oth. Come,fweareit,dam thyfelfe. 

Leaf! being like one of heauen,the diuells themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee, therefore be double dambd, 
Sweare thou art honeft. 

Def. Heauendothtruely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom, my Lord, with whom ? how am I falfe? 

Oth. O D efdemona, a w ay, away , aw ay. 

Def. Alas the heauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 
if haply you my father doe fufpeft. 

An Inftrument of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue left him, 

Why I haue left him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with afflidiion,bad he ram’d 
All kindes of fores, and fhames on my bare head, 

Steep’d meinpoutrty,to the very lips, 

Giuen tocaptiuity,me and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found infome part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas,tomake me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing fingers at — oh, oh, 

Yet could I beare that too,well,very well. 

But there : where I haue garner’d vp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life, 
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The tountaine, from the which my currant runnes, 
Orelfedryesvp , to be difearded thence, 

o r keepe it as a Cefternc, for foule Toades 

To knot and gender in : turne thy complexion there, 

Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Cherubin, 

T here looke grim as Hell. 

1 Def. 1 hope my noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 

Oth. O I, as fummers flies, are in the fhambles, 

That quicken euen with blowing : 

0 thou blacke weede,why art Co louely faire ? 

Thou fmell’ft fo fweete,that the fence akes at tbee, 

Would thou hadftne’re bin borne. 

Def Alas, what ignorant finne haue I committed . 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this mofl goodly booke, 

Made to white whore on ? — What, committed? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it, and the Moone winkes. 

The bawdy wind, that kiffes allit meetes, 

Ishufht within the hallow mine of earth, 

And will not heart:— whatcommitted,- impudent ftrumpet. 
Def. Byheauenyoudoemcwrong. 

Oth. Are not you a ftrumpet ? 

Def. No, as I am a Chriftian: 

Iftopreferuethis veffellformy Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a ftrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

DeJ. No,asIfhallbefaued. Enter Ernulia. 

Oth. Iftpoffible? 

Def. O heauen for giueneffe. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

1 tooke you for that cunning whore of V enice, 

That married with Othello : you miftrifte, 

That haue the office oppoftte to S. Peter , 

Andkeepesthe gates in hell, I, you, you, you; 

Wo ha done our courfe; there’s money for your paines, 

Ipray you turne the key, and keepe our counfell. Exit . 

Em. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceiue ? 
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How docyouMadam.howdoe you my good Ladv? 

Def. Faith halfeafleepe. 7 

Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord ? 
Def. With who? 

Em. Why with my Lord Madam. 

Dtf, I ha none, doe not talke to me Emillia , 

I cannot weepe,noranfwer haue I none. 

But what fhould goe by water : preethee to night 
Lay on my bed our wedding fheetes,rcmember. 

And call thy husband hither. 

Em. Here is a changeindeed. Exit, 

Def. Tis meetc I fhould be vfde fc, very well; 

How haue I bin behau’djthat he might fticke 
The {mailed opinion,on my greateft abufe. 

Ug. What is your pleafure Madam, Enter U°o, 

Howiftwithyou! WEmiUu. 

De J , I cannot tell .* thole that doe teach young babes 
Doc it with gentle meanes^and eafie taskes, 

He might hachidmefo^foringood faith, 

I I m a child at chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? 

Em. Alas Iago > my Lord hath Co bewhor’d her^ 

Throwne fuch defpite,and heauy termes vpon her, 

As true hearts cannot beare. 

Def Am I that name I ago} 
lag. What name faire Lady ? 

Def Such as ftie fayes my Lord did fay I was ? 

Em, He call d her whore .• A begger in his drinke. 
Could not haue laved fuch tearmes vpon his Callet. 
lag. Why did he fo? 

Def. I doe not know,I am Cure I am none fuch. 
lag. Doe not weepe,doe not weepe : alas the day. 

Em. Has fhe forfooke fo many noble matches. 

Her Father, and her Countrey, all her friends, 

To be cald whore ? would it not make one weepe ? 

Def. It ismy wretched fortune, 

I*g. Befhrcw him for it; how comes this tricke vpon him 
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Def Nay,heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be hang’d,iffome eternall villaine, 

Som e bufie and infinuating rogue, 

go lT1 e cogging, coufening Haue, to get fome office, 

Hauenor deuifde this Hander ,1’le be hang’d elfe. 

Jaf. Fie, there is no fuch man, it is impoffible. 

Def. If any fuch there be,heauen pardon him. 

£ 0 , A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones: 

Why fhould he call her whore ? who keepes her company? 

What place, what time, what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fome outragious knaue : 

Somebafe notorious knaue, fome feuruy fellow, 

0 heauen,that fuch companions thoudft vnfold, 

And put ineueryhoneft hand a whip, 

To lafh the rafcall naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to the Weft. 
lag Speake within dores. 

Em. O fie vpon him; fome fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit, the feamy fide vithout, 

And made you tofufpedlme with ti e Moore. 
lag . Y ou are a foo!e,goe to. 

Def. O Good lago, 

VVhat fhall I doe to win my Lord againc ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how I loft him. 

lag. I pray you be content, tis but his humour, 

The bufineffe of the State does him offence , 

Andhedaes chide with you. 

Def. Ift’were no other. 
lag. Tis but fo, I warrant you, 

Havke how thefe Inftruments fummonyou to fupper, 

And the great Meffengers of Venice^, ay, 

Goe in, and weepe not, all things fhall be well. Exit women. 

How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with me. 
lag. VVhat in the contrary > 

Rod. Euery day, thou dofftft me, with fomedeuife lago-, 

L And 
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And rather, as it feemes to me, thou keepeft from me, 

All conueniency,then fupplieft me, with the Ieaft 
Aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer indure it, 

Nor am I yet perfwaded to put vp in peace, what already 
Ihaue foolifhly fufferd. 

Jag. Will you heare m zRoderigo} 

Rod . Faith I haue heard too much, for your words, 

And performance are no kin together. 

lag. Y ou charge me mod: vniuftly. 

Rod . I haue wafted my felfe out of meanes : the Iewels you haue 
had from me, to deliuer to Defdemona , would halfe haue corrupted 
aVotarift : you haue told me fhe has receiu’d em, and return’d mee 
expectation, and comforts, of fuddaine refpe£t,and acquittance, but 
Ifinde none. 

lag. W ell, goeto,very good. 

Rod. Very well, goe to,I cannot goe to man, it is not very well, 
by this hand, I fay tis very fcuruy , and begin to finde my felfe fopt 
init. 

lag. Very well. 

Rod . I fay it is not very well : I will make my felfe knowne to 
Defdemona 9 \£(ht will returne me my Iewels , I will giue ouermy 
fuite^nd repent my vnlawfull follicitation , if not, affure your felfe 
He feekefatisfaction of you. 

lag. Y ou haue faid now. 

Rod. I, and I haue faid nothing, but what I proteft entendment 
of doing. 

lag. Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee , and euen from this 
time doe build onthee,a better opinion then euer before, giue me 
thy hand Rodertgo : Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft concep- 
tion,but yet I proteft, I haue delt moft direcftly in thy affaires. 

Rod . It hath not appeared. 

lag . I grant indeed it hath not appear’d , and your fufpition is 
not without wit and iudgement : But Rodertgo , if thou haft that 
within thee indeed , which I haue greater reafon to beleeue now, 
theneuer,I meane purpofe, courage, and valour 5 this night (hew it, it 
thou the next night following enioyeftnot Defdemona , takemee 
from this world with treachery, and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod* 



The Moore ofV enice . 8 f 

Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compaffe ? 

Jag. Sir, there is efpeciall command come from Venice, 

Xo depute Cafsio in Othello's place. . 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 
Returne agaiae to Venice. 

Jag. O no, he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with him 
The faire Dejdcmona^v nleffe his abode be linger’d 
Hereby fome accident, wherein none can be fo 
determinate, as the remouing of Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him ? 
lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello s place. 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to doe. 
lag. I, and if you dare doe your felfe a profit, and right, heefups 
to night with a harlot, and thither will I goe to him ; — heknowes . 
not yet of his honourable fortune : if 'you will watch his going 
thence, which I will fafhion to fall out betweene twelue and one, 
you may take him at your pleafure: I will beneere to fecond your 
attempt, andhee fhail fail bet weene vs : come, ftand not amaz’d 
at it, but goe along with. mee,I will fhew you lucha necefftty in his 
death, that you fhail thinkeyour felfe bound to put it on Him. It is 
now high fupper time, and the night growes to waft .• about it. 

Enter Othello , Defdemona , Lodouico,Emilha , 
and Attendants. 

Red, I will heare further reafon for this. 
lag. And you fhali be fatisfied. * Ex.lug.and Red. 

Lod. I do befeech you fir,troubleyour felfe no further. 

Oth. O pardon me, it fhail doe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madame, good night, I humbly thanke your Ladifhip. 

Def Your honour is moft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke fir : — O Defdemona. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth . Get you to bed, o’the inftant I will be return’d, forthwith, 
difpatch your Attendant there,--- looke it be done. Exeunt. 

L)e[. I will my Lord. 

Lm. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

L 2 Def 
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Def. He faies he will returne incontinent: 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bad me to difrnifle you. 

Em. Difrnifle me? 



Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Emillia, 

Giue me my nightly wearing, and adiue, 

We mud not now difpleafe him. 

Em. I would you had neuer fecne him. 

Def. So would not I, my loue doth fo approue him 
Thateuen hisftubbornenefle,his checks andfrownes. 

Prethee vnpin me ; haue grace and fauour in them. 

Em. Ihaue laied thefefheetes you bade me,on the bed. 

Def. All’s one good faith :how foolifh are our minds? 

If I doe die before thee, prethee fhrowd me 
In one ofthofefame fheetes. 

Em. Come, come, you talke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cald Barb ary, 

She was in loue, and he flic lou’d,prou’d mad. 

And did forfake her, {he has a fong of willow, 

An old thing ’twas,but it expreft her fortune, 

And fhe died Tinging it, that Song to night, 

Will not goe from my mind — harke , who’s that knocks ? 

Em. It is the wind. 

Def. Now get thee gone, good night : 

Mine eyes doe itch,does that bode weeping ? 

Em. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. Wouldft thou doefuch a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. Why would not you. 

Def No, by this heauenly light. 

Em. Nor I neither, by this heauenly light, 

I might doe it as wellinthedarke. 

Def. Would thou doefuch a thing for all the world? 

Em. The world is a huge thing.it is a great price, 

For a fmall vice. 

Def. Good troth I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinke I fhould.and vndo’c when I had done 
it, mary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioynt ring ; orformea- 
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(ores of Lawne, norforGownes, orPetticotes, nor Caps, nor any 
fuch exhibition ; but for the whole world ? vds pitty, who would 
n0 t make her husband a Cuckole,to make him a Monarch ? I fhould 

"venture purgatory for it. 

Def. Beftirew me, if I would doe luch a wrong, 

for the whole world. 

£ m . Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’the world; andhauingthe 
world for your labour , tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
miobt quickly make it right. 
b Def I doe not thinke there is any fuch womai). 

Em. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage, as would ftore 
the world they played for. 

Def. Good night ,good night : God me fuch vfage fend, 

Not to picke bad from bad, but by bad mend. 

Exeunt. 

(tyfBus, jf. 

Enter IagodrcdRoderigo, 

lag. Here ftand behind this Bulke,ftraite will he come, 

Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home, 

Qaicke,quicke,feare nothing, I’le be at thy elboe; , 

It makes vs or it marres-vs, thinke of that. 

And fixe moftfirme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be neere at hand, I maymifcarry in’t. 
lag. Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy fword. 

Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the dead ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young gnat almoft to the fenfe, 
Andhegrowesangty now : whether he ki\\Caft/o. 

Or Cafsio him, or each doc kill the other, 

Euery way makes my game ; hue Roderigo , 

He calls me to a reftitution large, 
forGold and Iewells,that I bobdfromhim, 

As gifts to Defdemona : 
h muft not be, if Cafsio doc remaine, 

( 77 ) 
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He has a daily beauty in his life, 

That makes mevgly: and befides, the Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there dand I in perrill : 

No, he mud die,be’t fo,I heare him comming. Ent. Caf. 

Rod. I know hisgate,tis he, villaine thao ofreft. 

Caf. That thrud had bin my enemy indeed, 

But that mycoateisbetterthen thou ihink’ft, 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. O 1 am flaine. 

Caf. Iam maind for euer .light ho, murder, murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice ofCrf/«o,/<*g-okeepeshis word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Oth. Harke tis euen fo. 

Caf. O helpe ho, light, a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he,0 braue Iago, hone} and Iud, 

That had fuch noble fence of thy friends wrong, 

Thou reached me; — minion ,your deare lies dead. 

And your fate hies apace; drumpet I come; 

Forth of my heart, thofecharmes thine eyes are blotted, 

Thy bed lud-daind,fhall with luds blood be fpotted. Ex. 

Enter Lodouico ^WGratiano. 

Caf. What ho, no watch, no padage, murder, murder 
Grat. Tis fome mifchance, the cry is very direfull. 

Caf. O helpe, Lod. Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones.it is a heauy night, 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’ t vnfafe 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. No body come, then fliall I bleed to death. 

Enter Iago with a light. 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat. Here’s one comes in his fhirt,with lights and weapons, 
lag. Who s there ? whole noife is this,that cries onmurder. 
Lod, I doe not know. 
dag. Did not you heare a cry ? 

Caf. Here, here, for heauens fake helpe me. 
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lag. What’s the matter. 

Grat. This is Othello’s Ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The fame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 
lag. What are you here, that cry fo greeuoufly ? 

Caf. Iago, O 1 am fpoil’d,vndone by villaines-, 

Qiue me fome helpe. 

lag. O my Leiutcnant : what villaines haue done this ? 

Caf I thinke the one of them is heere about. 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines : 

\Vhat are you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O .helpe me here. 

Caf. That’s one of em. 

lag. O murderous flaue,0 villaine. 

Rod. O dambd Iago, O inhumainedog,— o,o,o. 

Ia. Kill him i’the dark? where be thofe bloody theeues? 

How filent is thisTowne t Ho,murder,murder : 

What may you be, are you ofgood or euill ? 

Lod. As you diallprouevs,praife vs. 
lag. Seignior Lodouico. 

Lod. He fir. 

lag. I cry you mercy • her e’s Cafsio hurt by villaines. 

Grat. Cafsio. 

lag. How is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. 
lag. Mary heauen forbid .• 

Light Gentlemen, I’le bind it with my fhirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. WMt is the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 
lag. Whoid that cried. 

Bian. b my dtare Cafsio, O my fweete Cafsio, Cafsio, Cafsio. 
lag. O notable drumpet : Cafsio may you fufpeft 
Wlio they fhould be, that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf No. 

Gra. Iam forrytofind you thus,Ihauebintofeekeyou. 

Btan. Alas he faints, O Cafsio, Cafsio, Cafsio. 
log- Gentlemen all, I doe fufpedl this tra(h 

L 4 To 
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To beare a part in this : patience a while good Cafsio : 

Lend me a light ; know wc this face, or no ? 

Alas my friend, and mydeare countrey man .* 

Roderigo ? no,yes fure : O heaucn Roderigo. 

Gra. W h a t o f Venice ? 

lag. Euen he fir, did you know him ? 

Gra . Know him? I, 

lag. Seignior Gratiano y I cry you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidents mull excufe my manners* 

That fo negledled you* 

Gra . I am glad to fee you. 

lag. HowdoeyouCrfy}/0?O a chaire,a chaire* 

Gra . Roderigo . 

lag. He,tis he : O that’s well faid,a chaire : 

Some good man bearehim carefully from hence. 

Tie fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftriffe, 

Saue you your labour, he that lies flaine here Cafsio , 

Was my deare friend, what malice was betwixt you ? 

Caf None in the world, nor doe I know the man. 

/ ag. What,looke you pale ? O beare him out o’th aire. 

Stay, you good Gentlewoman, looke you pale mifirifTe ? 

D oe you perceiue the ieaflures of her eye 5 
Nay,anyou fiirre,we (hall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you, looke vpon her, 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? Nay guiltineffe 

Will fpeake, though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Em* 

Em. ’Las what’s the matter? what’s the matter husband? 
lag . Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke 
By Roderigo, and fellowes that are fcap’t, 

Hee’s almofl: flaine, and Roderigo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio * 
lag. This is the fruite of whoring, pray Emillia, 

Goc know of Cafsio^ where he fupt to night : 

What, doe you fhake at that ? 

Bian. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore [hake not* 
lag * O did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie, fie vpon thee ftrumpet. 

Bian 
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Piatt. Iamnoftrumpet,butoflifeas honeft, 

you, that thus abufe me. 

Em. As I '.faugh, fie vpon thee. 

Ug. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Cafsio dreft, 

Come miftrefie,you muft tell’s another tale. 

£w//w,runneyou to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you goe on, I pray, this is the night , 

That either markes me, or foredoes me quite. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Othello with a light. 

Oth. It is the caufe.it is the caufe,my foule, 

Let me not name it tc you, you chafte ftarres : 

It is the caufe.yet I'le not flhed her blood, 

Norfcarre that whiter skin of hers, then fhow, 

And fmooth,as monumentall Alablafter ; 

Yet fhe muft die,elfe ftieeTl betray more men, 

Putoutthe light, and then put out the light : 

If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 

I can againe,thy former light reftore, 

Should I repent me; but once put out thine. 

Thou cunning patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate, 

That can thy light returne : when I haue pluckt the rofe, 

I cannot giue it vitall growth againe, 

Itmuftneedes wither ; Tie fmell it on the tree, 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breake her fword once more. 

Be thus, when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 

And loue thee after: once more, and this thelaft, He 

So fweete was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe, kjjfes her. 

But they are cruell teares ; this forrowes heauenly, 
hftrikes whenitdoes loue: fhe wakes. 

Def. Who’s ther t, Othello ? 

Oth. \,Defdemona. 

Oef. Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to night, Defdemona ? 

M Def. 
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Def I my Lord: 

Oth. Ifyou bcthinke your felfe of any crime, 

V nreconcil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Soliicire for it ftraite. 

Def Alas my Lord, what may you meane by that? 

Oth. Well doe it, and be briefe,! will walke by, * 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 
No,heauenfore-fend,I would not kill thy foule. 

Def. Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I, I doe. 

Def Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart. 

Def. Ifyou fay fo, Ihopeyou will not kill me. 

, Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yeti feare you, for you are fatall then. 

When your eyes roule fo : why I fhould feare, I know not , 

Since ginltmelTe 1 knownot, but yet Ifcele I feare. 

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def. They are loues I beare to you. 

Oth . And for that thou dieft. 

Def Th at death’s vnnaturall, that kills for louing, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neather lip ? 

Some bloody paffion lhakes your very frame, 

I hele are portents: but yet I hope 
They doe not point on tne. 

Oth. Peace, and be ftill. 

Def I will, fo, what’s the matter? 

Tta g.Sh o WhiCh ' f ° Wd ’ lnd 6“ 

Def, , No, by my life and foule. 

Send tor the man and aske him. 

Oth. Sweet e foule take heed,take heed of periury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 7 

Def. I, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, prefen tly; 

Therefore confelTe thee freely of thy finne 
*°r t0 d «ny each article with oath, 
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fannot remoue,nor choke the ftrong conceit, 

That I doe groane wit hall : thou art to die. 

1 -Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay Amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too : 

Ineuer did offend youinmy life, - neuerlou’d Cafsto, 

Rut with fuch generall warranty of heauen. 

As I m ght loue : I neuer gauehim token. 

Oth. % y heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woman, thou doeft ftonethy heart, 

And makeft me call , what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrince, 

1 faw the handkercher. 

Def He found it then, 

Ineuer gaue it him, fend for himhither, 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. He has confeft. 

Def. What, my Lord? 

Oth. That he hatn vds death* 

Def How, vnlawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is dop’d, 

Hontftltffm hath tans order for’t. 

Def. My feare interprets then, —what is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haires bin liues, 

My great reuenge had ftomacke for ’em all. 

Def Alasheisbetraid,and Ivndcne. 

Oth. Odrumpet,- weepeft thou for him to my face? 
Def. O bannifh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

Oth. Downe ftrumpct. 

Def Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. 

Oth. Nay. an you ftriue. 

Def. Buthalfe an houre,but while I fay one prayer. 

Oth. Tis too late. he fifties her. 

Dtf O Lord, Lord, Lord. Emillia calls tv- thin, 

Em. My Lord, my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 
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Oth. Whatvoyceis this? not dead? not yet quitedead? 

I that am cruell,am yet mercifull, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine, fo,fo. 

Em. What ho, my Lord, my Lord. 

Otb. Who’s there ? 

Em. O good my Lord, I’defpeake a word with you. 

Otb. Y es,tis Emillia, by and by : fhee’s dead : 

Tislike fhe comes to fpeake of Cafsios death ; 

The noyfe was here ; ha, no more mouing, 

Still as the graue : fhall fhe come in ? were’t good ? 

I thinkefhe ftirres againe;no,what*sthebefl? 

If fhe come in,fhee’ll fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wifc,my wife; I ha no wife ; 

O infupportable : O heauyhoure. 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecdips 
Of Sunne and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I doe befeech you 1 may fpeake with you,- good my Lord. 
Oth. I had forgot thee ; O come in Emiilia. 

Soft, by and by ; let me the Curtaines draw, £»r.Emil. 

Where art thou ? whafs the matter with thee now? 

Em. O my good Lord, yonder’s foule murders done^ 

Otb. What, now? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Otb. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neere the earth, then fhe was wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a yong Venetian, 

Cal’d Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kild, and Cafsio kild ? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild, then murders out of tune, 

And fweetereuenge growesharfh. 

Def. O falfly,falfly murdered. 

Em. O Lord, what cry is that ? 

Oth. That? what? 

Em. Out and alas, it is my Ladyes voyce, 

Helpe, 
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Helpe, ^ helpe, ho helpe, O Lady fpeake againe, 
gvveete Defdemona, O fweete Miftreffe fpeake. 

J)ef. A guiltleffe death I die. 

Dm. O who has done this deed? 

Def. No body, I my fclfe, fare well : 

Commend me to my kinde Lord ,0 farewell. fhe dies. 

Oth. Why, how fhould fhe be murdered? 

Em. Alas,whoknowes? 

Oth. Youheardherfay,herfelfe,itwas notl. 

Em. She fayd fo,I muft needes report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a lyer,gone to burning Hell, 

’Twas I that kild her. 

Em. O.the more Angell fhe, 

And you the blacker diuell. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and fhe was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeft bely her, and thou art a diuell. 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Em. Thou as rafh as fire, 

To fay that fhe was falfe •• O fhe was heauenN true. 

Oth. Cafsio did top her,aske thy husband 'fe, 

0 1 were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed,vpon iuft grounds, 

To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That fhe was falfe to wedlocke? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio: nay, had fhe bin true, 

Ifheauen would make me fuch another world, 

Of one intire and perfeft C rifolite, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband ? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft, 

An honell man he is, and hates the flime, 

That flicks on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband ? 

Oth. What needes this iteration ? woman, I fay thy husband. 
Em. If he fay fo ,may his pernicious foule 

M 3 Rot 
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Rot halfe a graine a day : he lies to’th heart, 

She was too fond of her mod filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Em, Doethyworft, 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen, 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Otb. Peace, youwere beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe thepowerto doe meharme, 

As I haue to be hurt: O gull,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as dirtt ; thou haft done a deed 

I care not for thy (word, I’le make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,helpe ,0 helpc; 

The Moore has kild my Miftrefle, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano, Gratiano,Iago ,and others . 

Mon. What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

Em. O, are you comtlago> you haue done well, 

That men muft lay th sir murder on your neck. 

All. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difprouethisvillaine,ifthoubee’ftaman ; 

He fayes thou toldft him that his wife was falfe, 

I know thou didft not, thou art not fuch a villaine : 

Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought, and told no more, 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. Rut did you euer tell him fhe was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie. an odious damned lie; 

V pon my foule,a lie, a wicked lie .• 

Shefalfe with Cafsio • did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. WithC(»/rwmiftrefte; go to,charme your tongue. 

Em. I will not charmemy tongue, I am bound tofpeake. 
lag. What are you mad, I charge you get you home. 

Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake, 

Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 

Perchance I ago , I willne’regoe home. 

Otb Oh, oh, oh. Oth. fals on the bed. 

Em. Nay,lay thee downe,and rore, 

For 
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forthou haft kild the fweeteft innocent, 

phatere did lift vp eye. 

Oth, O fhe was fouler 

I fcarce did know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed, thefe hands haue newly ftopt, 

I know this a&fhewes terrible and grim. 

Ora. Poore Defdemona, I am glad thy father’s dead, 
phy match was mortall to him, and pure griefe, 

Shore his old thread atwane .• did he Hue now, 
phis fight would make him doe a defperate turne, 

Yea curfe his better Angell from his fide, 

And fall to reprobation. 

Otb. Tis pittifull,butyet I ago knowes, 

That fhe with Cafsio , hath theacft: of fhame 
A thoufand times committed ; Cafsioc onfeft it, 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes, 

With the recognifance and pledge of loue. 

Which I firft gaueher ; I faw it in his hand, 

It was a handkercher ; an Antique token 
Myfather gaue my mother. 

Em. O God,0 heauenly God. 
lag. Zouns, hold your peace. 

Em. ’Twill out,’twill : 1 hold my peace fir, no, 
flebeinfpeakingjliberall as the ay re. 

Let heauen, and men,and diuells,let em all, 

All, all cry fhame againft me, yet I’le fpeake. 
lag. Bewife.and get you home. 

Em. I will not. 

Gra. Fie,your fword vpon a woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, thathandkercherthoufpeakft 
I found by fortune,and did giue my husband .* 

For often with a folemne earneftneffe, 

More then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle, 

He be'g’d of me to fteale it. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Cafsio } no alas I found it, 

And I did giu’t my husband. 

M 4 
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lag. Filth thou lieft. 

Em. By heaucn I doe not,I doe not Gentlemen 
O murderous Coxcombe / what fhould fuch a foole 
Doewithfo good a woman ? 

The Moore rumes at Iago.Iago tils his wife, 
Oth. Are there no ft ones in heauen, 

But what ferues for the thunder ? pretrous villaine, 

Gra. The woman falls, fure he has kild his wife. 

Em. 1 ,1,0 lay me by mymiftrefle fide. An* la go. 

Grot. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kild. 

Mon* Tis a notorious villaine, take your weapon 
Which I haue here recovered from the Moore : * 

Comc,guard the dore without, let him not paffe. 

But kill him rather,I’le after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

Oth. I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fwcrd. 

But wiry (hould honour out Hue honefty ? 

Let it ?oe all. 

Em. Moore, fire was chaft,fhelou’d thee cruell Moore, 
So comenry foule to blifle,as I fpeaketrue $ 
SofpeakingasI thinke,! die,I die. (he dies. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,the lfebrookes temper; 

0 here it is; Vnclc I muft come forth. Gra, within. 

Cra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deerc. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muftfuffer. 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee. 

Gra. What isthe matter? 

Oth. Behold,I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Souldiers thigh : I haue feene the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you ftop : butO vaine boaft 
W ho can controule his Fate t tis not fo now, 
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PaU as thy finocke,whcn we fhall meete at county 
yhis looke of thine., will huvle my foulefrom heauen, 

£od fiends will (hatch at it -.cold.cold my girle, 

£uen like thy chaftity; O curled flaue s 
Whippy me you TD iiiel ls 3 
prom the poffeffion of thus heauenly fight, 
glow trie about in winds, roaft me in fulphurc, 

" Wafh me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fire: 

0 J)e(demona y D6fdcmoua 9 d cad,0,o,o. 

Enter LodouicoJMonta aojago ^and Ojficers 9 
CafTio in a Cloaire. 

Lod. Where is this rafh and mod infortunate man. 

Oth . That’s hechatwas Othello^ here I am. 

Lod, Where is this Viper.brtngthe villaine forth. 

Orb. I looke downe towards his feet ? bucthat’s afable 
Ifthou beeft a diuell,I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wring his fword from him. 

lag. 1 bleed (ir 3 but not kikd. 

Oth. I am not (orry neithev^l’de haue thee liue. 

For in my fenfe tishappineffe to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello , that w'ert oncefo good, 

Faine in the pradlifcof a damned flaue. 

What fhould be faidto thee? 

Oth . Why any thing. 

An honourable murderer ifyou will : 

For nought did I in hate,but all in honour. 

Lod . This wretch hath part confeft his villainy : 

Did you and he confentin Cafsio’s death ? 

Oth. I. 

Caf. Deare Generali J did neuer giue you caufe. 

Oth. I doe beleeue it,and I askeyou pardon, 

Witlyou pray, demand that demy diuell. 

Why he hath thus infnar*d my foule and body? 

lag. Demand me nothing, whatyou knowyou know* 
From this time forth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. What not to pray ? 

Gm. Torments will op e your lips. 

N 
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Oth, WelI,thoudoeft beft. 
hod. Sir,you fhall vnderftand what hath befalne. 
Which ,as I thinkc you know not : here is a letter. 
Found in the pocket of the fiaine Roderigo\ 

And here another; the one of them imports 
The death of Cafsio\ to be vndertooke — by Roderigo . 
Oth. Ovillaine. 

Caf Moft heatheni(ln,and moft grofle. 
hod. Now heres another difcontented paper. 

Found in his pocket too, and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue fentthis damned villainc, 

But that bcUkzJagojn the nicke 
Came inland fatisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernitious catieflfe ! 

How came you Cafsio by a handkcrcher. 

That was my wifes? 

Cuf. I found it in my chamber. 

And hehimfelfe confeft iteuen now. 

That there he dropt it, for a fpeciall purpofe ; 

Which wrought to his dehre. 

Oth. O fooie,foole,foole. 

Caf. There is befides in Roderigoes letter 
How he vpbra ides hzgo, that he m ade him, 

Braue me vpon the watch, whereon it came , 

That I was caft; and euen but now he fpake, 

After long fe emin g dead, I ago hurt him, • 

I ago fet him on. 

hod . Youmuft forfake this roome,and goewithvs> 
Your power and your command is taken off, 

And Cafsio rules in Cypres : for this (lauc. 

If there be any cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him rnuchjand hold him long. 

It fhall be his : you fhall clofe prifoner reft. 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State; come, bring him away. 

Oth . Soft you 5 a word or two, 

I haue done the Statefome leruke,and they know’c ; 
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^oiTiore ofthat : I pray you in your letters, 

When yc> u fballthefe ynlucky deedes relate, 

Speake of them as they are ; nothing extenuate, 
fjorfet downe ought in malice,then muft you fpeake. 

Of one that lou’d not wifely, buttoo well .• 

Ofone not eafily iealou$,but being wrought, 

Perplext in the extreame ; of one whofe hand, • 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearle away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe fubdued eyes, 

Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drops teares asfaft as the Arabian trees, 

Their medicinal! gum; fetyou downe this. 

And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turb andl'urke , 

Beate a Venetian pvtA traduc’d the State; 

Itooke bi’ch throate the circumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. He ftabs bimfelfe, 

Lod. O bio period. 

Gra. All that s {poke is mard. 

Oth. I kiit thee ere I ltild thee, no way but this, 

Killing my felfe,to die vpon a kiffc. He diet. 

Caf. This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon. 

For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartanc dog, 

Mere fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea, 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed : 

This is thy worke,the obie6T poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Gratianojucepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore.* 

Fortheyfucceedto you, to you LordGouernour, 

Remaines the cenfureofthis hellifh villaine. 

The time,the place,the torture : O inforce it, 

Myfelfewill firaite aboord,and to the State, 

This heauy a£t with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt omnes. 

FINIS. 
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